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“GOOD NIGHT!” SHE SAID, “I AM SORRY I SVER KNEW 


THE COUSINS. 


[A NOVELETTE.] 


OHAPTER L 


“Y wise I'was dead!” 

Tt was ead that lps so young should frame 
prada terrible to hear the anon waar 
on o awee now j 
uation mere 
“It would be better for all, perhaps, if you 
Were,” answered Everett Darrell. “You are 
seins bat a barden and disgrace to your rela- 
‘Disgrace! cried the , passionately. 
“Ob! not that! anything € that, Uacle 
— ™ and her great, grey eyes sought his 
leadingly, 
Bab there was nob the least kinduess fo his 





4 


face, no relenting ; and a sullen look settled on 
the youthful features, in the dusky eyer, 

She was only a child of fifteen, but already 
life was hard with her, and in all the world she 


alone. 

Her mother died long since, her father ehe 
could not remember; and then a certain Mr. 
Mann, who until now she had believed her uncle, 
stepp2d forward to cffer shelter and love to the 
desolate child. 

What love he lavished on her words would fall 
to tell; what happy, happy days they spent 
together, she dared nob now remember, for the 
kind friend lay silent in his narrow grave, deaf 
to ber sobs 
Wich him had died the Mbttle annulty which 
they had found ample for thelr wante, and Leah 
Harwood was a penniless child, at the mercy of 
the world. 

Againat his wil), Everett Darrell, her mother’s 
own brother, came forward to «ffsr her a home, 
but so , with so many bitter com- 


and prayers, unconscious of her 
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plainings of her poverty and his own small 


‘| means, that the child felt that to eat bis bread 


would choke her. 

Bat then, what could she dof She was only 
fifveen, and of gentle birth, quite anfitted for 
hand-to-hand fight with the world, quite in- 
capable of gatuing the scantiest livelihood. 

Asshe stood in the watery gleam of winter 
sunshine her youug face hardened, until it bore 
some slight resemblance to Darrell’s. 

* How am I disgraced $” she asked at lact, in a 
hard tone, ‘Tell me that, if you please?” 

“Your father fs an escaped felon!” he 
answered, brutally. 

Leah started as though she had been struck, 

‘SA felon! I can't, I won’s belleve ft!” 

“You may,” grimly. ‘He was tried fer for- 
gery and convicted, and senvenced to ten years’ 
imprisonment at Portland ; but he was a clever 
scamp, and before three had passed he 
to effect his escaps, Hie shame killed your 
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The child drew herself to her full height, and 
she was tall for a girlof fifteen. 

“| -will belleve im my father despite of all! 
You speak as though you bated him ; and per- 
haps are lying to me; bat—but——” and here 
the young voice faltered, “tell me the trath 
just this ouce, Is he alive now 1” 

“I hope nob; and I have lied to yon in 
nothing. Now, go and put your things to- 
gether ; we must reach home before night,’ 

“Home!” the child whispered to ber achiog 
heart; “there fs no home for me now! Ob, 
uncle! nncle! come back to me! come back |” 
and she wrung her hands in bitterest apguleh, 
whilst despair and pain changed and distorted 
the young face until it was terrible to Jovk upon. 


Friendless, penniless, and worse then orphaned, : 
and only fifteen! What wonder the poor ebild | 


longed for death! } 
Bat Mr. Darrell left her small time for weep- 
ing or thought. He constantlyarged her (from 
the foot of the staircase) to hurry her. prepara- 
tlons, and presently she appeared carrying a 
srasll trunk. 
There was no ove “to glva har » og or 


good-bye,” Everett Darreit having Glapitesed the: 


one faithful servant as soon pe Mie, Mann ‘was 
laid low, eo Leah stole downstairs into the little 
hall; bat, to her surprise, no cab @walted them. 
‘* We can carry this between. tes} said Darrell, 
selc'pg one handle of the trunk po‘ it 
fen’t far to the station,” es SRS 





She wae surprised, havin alovaye understood 


that Uncle Darrell was a rich mat; butshe was 
afraid to say anythfog, and tradged on beside 
— utter silence until they reacied the Mbtle 
station, ° 5 

Here he took third-clasa tickets for Thossel- 


dean ; and, having eneco’ himself “behind a 
newepaper, left her wholly p during the 
entire time occupled by the journey. ~ 


It was quite dark when they reached the 
dreary station .of Thosstidean ; bat Mr. Darrell 
mae his way actoss the platform, through the 
booking-office, outaide of which stood a shabby 
chaise, to which was barneseed a diminutive 
pony, bald by a diminutive servant, who mighd 

ve been any oge from sizteem to tixtyy 

“ Well, Topham, has Mise Dcusilla retdrmed 1” 
he aeked. i pia we 

“No, sir; but Becky says. ehé’scdming to- 
morrow by the eleven o'clock traf; and’ le get- 
ting ready for her. Jump in, miss, if you please. 
Smut has been standing quite long enongh.” 

Leah did as she was bidden, and Topham 
baking the relas, started at a brisk pace for the 
Hermitage, as Darrell’s house was called, 

Tt came in sight at last; a long, rambling 
place, dark with age aod weather, and in sad 
need of paint. From what could be seen of the 
gerden it was large and fll kept, weeds and 
fluwers growing together fo the wildest con- 
fusion ; the drive was covered with rank grass, 
and had many holes and pitfalls for the unwary. 
Bat the travellers reached the house In safety, 
and the door was opened to them by an old 
woman of very sour aspect. 

“You're late, master,” she sald, with a quick 

\ look at the shrinking child, “but too early for 
Miss Drasfila, Sbe ala’ coming home till to: 
morrow, So that’s Harold Harwood’s girl is 1? 
‘Well, it’s to be hoped she won’t bring tronble to 
your house, master, Step this way, mise, if you 
pleace, miss," and leadiog the way upstairs she 
ashered Leah lute a small, gloomy-looking room, 
very scantily furnished: ‘*You can find your 
way down,” she eaid morosely, ‘there aln’s no 
turns in the staircase; and be quick, if you 
please, the master aln’s one for wasting lights 
when we're alone, There’s encugh waste when 
she’s home.” 

“You mean my cousin?” Leah questioned, 
stifling sorrow and anger alike in the vain hope 
that thie unknown cousin might prove a friend 
and ally, 

‘Of course Ido, .Taere a'n't no one else he'd 
humour,” 

“*Ie she beautiful and kind? 042, do you 
think she will like me /" with childish eRe, 

“She's beautifal enough,” tartiy ; “as for any- 
‘thing elze, you must find ont for yourself. Bat 
why she should like you ts a przzie, Yon're 


naught bat am encumbrance,” snd having con: 
cluded her amfable speech Becky harried away, 
leaving the poor forlorn child, doubly desolate, 
doubly wretched. 

Bat she wae too proud for tears, All that wee- 
soft and lovable in her nature eeemed changed 
and warped by her wretched surroundings ; and 
when Becky summoned her to ¢inper ebewent 
down with an alr of composure wonderful In one 
~ Site teiah eum ab the meeitlaihs cael neni 

meal was @ scan e- 
scription, and {b seemed to Leah that her uncle 
watched grudgingly every mouthful she compelled 
hereelf to eat. She was heartily glad when be 
gave her permission to retire, and locking her 
door upon all intruders, fell on her knees beside 
the window and prayed wildly that Heaven 
ipoudh tench hec how to earn an honest livelihood 
to that she might eacape from these hareh and 
imlsorly relatives, = 
© Ske could not cry, No tears would come to 
gnaw the aching of her heart ;.only ehe threw cut 
Her srms with a wild gestaré:tuoaning out, ‘" Ob, 
my dear) my dear! come Baek to me, I am ac) 
lonely and so wretched! There is nob 


had told her concerning her father, and vowed in 
bis soadiy on she : * bh oa 
his nees slways-—~a 8; although, ” 
she found that was artaly, Poor Leah} 

Despite her misery she soon fell asleep, and 

belog very weary slept far {nto the morning. She 
a> land with a greg Btarh-to find Becky 
stending frownlig 4 a her, 

“You ain't & very. rier,” she sald, 
groffly, ‘and Inte hours don’t find favonr with 
the master, Bdrm ea up before he 
gets home fro — ' 

Lesh needed so secon@ bidding, Dressing 
bastlly, she ran downstelts, and ate an uuappe 
tising breskfast of thick slices. of stale. brea 
almost perapree  ~ botter, snd drank 
cup of very watery ° Then Becky cam 
fn and told her she wre wanted to dush Miss 
Drueilla’s rooms, and, glad of any employment, ° 
—_ hurried to do dt ess 

She was surprised . saw daluty, 
sumptuonsly furnished apartments, having no 
idea that the Hermitage could boast so much 
beauty ; snd she took a genuine plesspre in re- 
arranging the bric-a-brac and draping the atlken 
curtains, 

The bedroom was bung with crimson and gold, 
and ornamented with some choles water-colour 
pictures; the boudolr—a miracle of apholeterer’s 
art—was in pink and ellver, and over the mantel 
buvg a portrait of a most beautiful girl Toe 
lovely, glity face, the passionate, dark eyes 
held Leah captive, snd she gazed like one 
spell-bonnd, all unconecious, poor little sonl, 
that as the years rolled her beauty would be 
éven greater than her cousin's, 

“I shall love her,” she whispered to her for- 
lorn heart, “She le so lovely, and she looks too 
proud to be unkind.” 

When her work was done and she had washed 
her hands and smoothed her wavy hair, she sat 
down in her own room and tried to occupy her- 
self with some ‘fins embroldery; bud her eyes, 
like her thoughts, would wander ; and when she 
hesrd the sound of carriage wheels, she started 
excitedly to her feet, her ips parted and a soft 
flash on her young face. Mr, Darrell was driv- 
tog, and by his side sat the original of that won- 
derful portralt—Drustlla Darrell, 

She was twenty years old, taller than fs 
common with women, dark aga Spanfard, beautt- 
fales a dream; but the face was instinch with 
pride, and one was tempted to believe that the 
carved mouth could grow hard and cruel if the 
owner's will should bs thwarted. 

Bat Leah was too young to think euch thing», 
and she ran hastily downstairs, feeling assured of 
a kindly greeting from her cousiv. 

As father and daughter entered the Ifttle dark 
hall, the former turned to Leab, and half-frown- 
tng sald, — 

“* This is your cousin, my deer,” 

“Harold Harwood's child? She fs like her 


° 





one ] 
fove me now that you are gone,””~ Bly 
Then she thought of 1 story Everett 





fingers to her young relative, * You are tall for 
your age, 

“Tan fifteen,” answered Lash, {n a hard tone, 
chilled and mortified beyond measure by her 
manger, “fand not nearly as tall as you.” 

* Comparisons are odious,” with a short lacgh, 
and acontemptacus glance, ‘‘I am a women 
grown, and you.a child }” 

A child! With that passfonate aching heart | 
A child with all the misery of theee past few 
days ‘hat have esemed as ceptucteat A child, 
with weight of desolation oppreseing her ! 
As father and daughter turned away sie laughed 
& little, low, bitter laugh; then sobbed—but 
always tearlessly—and all her soul was fp hot 
revolt against her miserable fate. 

* T shall go mad or die 1" she wailed. “ On! 
I wish I could Me down to-night and never, 
pede! wake azain. How glad they all would 





CHAPTER Il. 


 YouRruncle. and. I have been speaking of 
our futare, Leal,” said Drusilla, langaidly, vhe 
day after her retarn home, 

Least lucked up apprehensively, and waited for 


| Miss Darrelt'to contiane, This she did after a 


ong and m@ y pause, 
Suy’ tober * to article you to some 


trustworthy governess, thatia time you might be 
fitted to\earn a Myelihood; but T argued that 
would hardly be a:snitable ne: 

**Oh! yes, yes; Cousin Drusiilaf Let me go 
ony, we me ouly feel I ami of some use In the 
world ; that I can earn sofficlent to clothe me 
decently-—and—and I shal! be hsppy.” 

“ Your ideas of happiness are , and as 
my ia entirely different to my father’s, I 
am d, pry | pe will have to content 
with us. Ehold'fs would be derogatory for you 
to occupy the position mentioned—derogatory to 
your-mother’s family, I mean}; and I prefer to 
make you usefal at home. From the specimen: 
of your work I have seen, Iam sute you could 
be of great asslabance to me; for myself I bate 
needlework, and could never repalr ee elightead 
reir Se ee Sol thick it would 
be well to keep yon here; you'can mend and 
make, and I cam-ensily teach you how to do 


‘A governess rapke a little higher then » 
maid,” sald Lead, blantly, and Druellla’s ey:: 
flashed omf{nozsly. 

“Beggars cannot be choosers!” she retorted 
coldiy, “ You should think yourself fortunate 
to secure such a home as this, euch countenance 
as we give you. You, s forger’s child!” 

"He never did it!” cried Lesh, half beside 
herself. “‘He never did fb! Tale fs only & 
wicked story Invented to make me more wilser- 
able than Iam!” 

Drusilla lsughed a short irritating langh. 

"My dear, you are perfeetly welcome tc 
your belfef if {t makes you happy ; but you must 
not Indulge in such paroxysms of temper ; they 
are unladylike and Intolerable, low, go to your 
work and think over what I have asid.” 

* Couaty,” erled the wretched young creature, 
%do not hate me. Iam all alone fo the world, 
and my heart feels ay though ft would break. 
Only say you will love me a little,” 

Drusilla looked at her with stony contempt. 

That will do; I hate heroice,” and opening & 
new novel gave herself up wholly to it, pltyiog 
the unfortunste heroine se she certainly would 
not, or could not, pity any mere piece of flesh 
and blood. 

Poor Lesh crept away to her dasting, 

rendered harder and bitterer by her cousin's 

words. and manner; and from that dsy she 

mate neither appeal against, por complaint of, 
er lot, ’ 

Heavy day followed heavy day, each one the 
exact likeness of ite predecessor, and there wae 
small wonder that Leah's heart falled her, thse 
soul and sense alike were numbed. 

There was none to speak a comfortable word 
to ber, none to curb that haughty ntl 





father’s people.” How do you do, Lesh?” and 
ahe extended the tips of two immaculately gloved 


x 


i 


‘soften the rapidly hardening 


heart. 
her uncle were actively sutsgontstic, snd the 


; he oe 
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baaatifal Drastlia treated: her with a fine 
fod: ference worse than anythiag elae to bear. 
Soe worked harder than any general servant; 
from rialng to going to bed, every moment was 
fally occupled—dusting, m making those 
five laces In which Drusilla’s heart delighted, 
acd her position in the house was that of a 
casld 

When Miss Darrell's friends flocked to the 
Germitege Leah was banished to the kitchen or 
ber own room, and kept fn rigorous seclusion, 
Eisan to all others, Everett Darrell was exception- 
ally generous to his only child, bat Lash dreaded 
the advent of visitors, knowing that when they 
were gone there would be extra pinching and 
saving toatone for pashbextravagance, Shesome- 
tiass wondered as she brushed or braided 
Drastlla’s wealth of hair why fb was her lovel 
cousin had to acknowledged sultor amongst ali 
ber trata of admirers, She did sob yet under- 
etand Drueilia’s ambitious nature, or know how 
many moths had singed thelr wings at her 
particalar flame; the high value she placed upon 
ber beauty, and the great things she hoped {» 
would bring her. It was well known that Everett 
Darrell waa a rich man, and perhaps her pros- 
pecive fortune added to his daughter's charms. 
Ts Becky she had openly avowed her intention 
of once & title, and the old servant had 
muttered,— 

‘'Iv’s very Mkely you may do so, There's 
plenty poor fords would be glad to spend your 
fortune for you. Bat when {y's gone, tow much 
do you think they’d care for yout” 

You're a disagreeable old creature,” retorted 
the young lady, “and I am sorry I thought of 


confiding or 

Beoky led grimly and said no more, bub 
Deasilla made no farther attemp? at confidential 
conversation ; only sometimes, when she grew 
weary of her own society, she would tell Boal 
stories of the world in which sha moved, and 
where alone she was happy, and Leah Mstened 
with down-dropped head and curling Ip, ecornfal 
of ite folifes and vices, {te fickle, fleatiog friend- 
shipe, and day by day ber heart grew harder, and 


unless love came, with {ts so inflaence, 
Leah would grow Intoa bitter one thoes Two 


years slowly by, and she was now a tall 
slip of « girl, seventeen years old ; beautifal, and 
giving promise of It Is true 


she was poorly and scantily clad, that her hands 
were toil-worg, and her face paler, sterner, than 
4s should be, and that the grey eyes 


« Deeper than the depths 
Of waters stilled at even,” 


yeare einos, for ae yet no eligible « bad 
sented himself as suitor for her hry ar 

She spent the greater par? of that season In 
town, and ab the close of {t wrote Mr, Darrell she 
Was about to retarn home, adding,— 

“Pray have the house made presentable, as 
Echel Pont and Mc.; Owen Emery retarn with 
me He fe fairly well-to-do, and bighly con- 
nected ; and has given very evidend proof of 
his aldatration for me. Ualess a more eligible 
fort serene, I think It would be well to accept 

Qi. 


So the old house was paloted and papered 
from garred to ‘basement, the family plate 
Polished gntil each separate plece might serve 
fora mirror, New curtalna draped the 
aud although Mr, Darrell groaned io spirit over 
auch waste, he made no protest it, 


Beoky did all the grumbliog, which saved him |. 


@ deal of labour. 

In due time Drustila aud her friends arrived, 
and two Soma latte Mise Pont’s lover followed her 
to T , by w arrangement Owen 
Emery waa afforded ample opportunities of ia- 


Froving hia lady-love's acquaintance, 

He was a fine, manly young fellow, with frank 
blue eges Hany wwe Ayer Brosd-shouldered 
ond-stalwars, be was a ft presentment of a true- 

og : 


thengha-—- hte sickoudte Eget, sogotly 





Deualfls Darrell.” 


“Far too good for 





mil. 















there a night when he stood with 
Drasilla under the stars, and she was so radiant, 
ways and words that he put hia fate 
to the test then and there. 

Tt ts needless to any he was accepted, and the 
next day opet ring, set with rubles, proclaimed 
that Drusilla was engaged. 

Becky catried the news to Leah, 

“The maeter had better let them marry 
straight off,” she eal?, savagely, or we'll find 
this courting and philanderiog come pretty dear. 
Ib frightens me to think o’ the money that'll be 
spent on the wedding finery. Miss Drusilia does 
make ft fly, and he can’s ssy her nay. There 
o—look, Leah! He's a Ukely young 

$I don’t fancy he’s very rich, or she'd 
make a greater fuss about her engagement.” 

Looking from the window. Leah saw Owen 
Emery walking beside her cousin, 

He was so big and strong, he wore such a 
protective air as he bent over his fiancée, that 
ey glel’c heart rose in hot revolt against her own 

t. 


Was Drusilla to have every good thing— 
money, friends, pleasmre, lovers? Oh! ItSwas 
hard ! it wae hard | 

That night she wandered out alone, over the 
wide, breezy downs by which the Hermitage was 
surrounded, and standing on an eminence, from 
which she caught the distant gleam of a tarba- 
lent sea, thought bitterly of all that lay before 
her—the bard, cruel life ; the lonely nights and 
days ; the utter desolation spread out before her 
—and she could have cried aloud, bub pride and 
her strong will prevented her. She was startled 
when a volce beside her sald, — 

“ | beg your pardon, but-——” 

She turned sharply and saw Owen Emery. 

"'T bave lost my way,” headded, ‘' Could you 
direct. me to the Hermitage!’ andin his eyes 
there was a look of admiration. 

**It lies straight before you ; from where I stand 
you msy see the chimneys,” she answered, cartly, 
the old sullen look creeping over and marring her 
face. * You can't miss ft.” 

“Tam afraid I am very stupid,” he sald, with 
a pleasant smile, ‘for upon my word these end- 
leas drifts and confase me, If—i{f I might 
So great & liberty, I would ask you to start 


Emery recoiled from her In some 
WThe teas ot her voice, the angry im: 

tone o voice, patience on 
her faca, 6 well startle him, 

Bat, all hor anger, all her [mpatfence, 
was such a look of sorrow, such weariness of the 
tay ay herself, that he felt nothing bat pity 

“Tam I have given you offence,” he sald, 
gently. " Balleve me [t was unintentional,” and 
he turned to go. 

palsies aes hapvas and pabesoea kes Kindly, 

one ’ 
ae reeteatn mires, 
Q, y: 
aed Scie’ ves cube. fa os thces by taking 
you to the Hermitage, I live there.” 

*" You live there! Then, how fs fb I have never 
seen you }" 

"fam only one of the secvante,” with o little 
bitter sueer, “and you are a guest |” 

“ You mean—you mean you are Miss Darreii’s 


is vac 5) 
" Da I look like a companion 1” with a scornful 
glance at her aay shabby attire, “Jen's « 


loa, We. servant; you are evidently jesting 
Poy toa jest, thet fs» forgotten accomplish- 
‘You speak bitterly,” more aid more psr- 











plexed by her manner, more attracsed oy her 
wonderful beauty then he cared to show, *' far 
too bitterly for one so young.” 

Leah made # gestare of aupreme weariness, 

“TI sometimes think I never was young, theae 
last two years bave been so long—zo long 1” and 
then she broke off abruptly ae though ashamed 
and frighteaed by her own candour, 

‘' Have you no frienda}.” the young man aeked, 
gently. 

No! [I am all alone i» the 
world,” 

“Bat surely Miss Darrell is good to you! Tell 
me that,” 

In the gatherlog dusk the dark grey eyes met 
his searchingly, then Leah sald, coldly,— 

“You are the fvtest judge of Miss Darrell’s 
disposition ; surely you know she is all kindness,” 
but something In her tons made him uneasy. 

** Here ts the gate,” she added alter a minute's 
pauece. ‘' Good-night,” 

" Good-night, and thank you. If-—if Loan da 
anything for you I shall be glad,” 

He spoke hurriedly and shamefacediy, but tha 
girl, looking at him, ssw that he was fn earnest, 
and his kind words fell on her heart like rain on 
the thirsty ground. 

"You are very good,” and now her volce was 
low and sweet; “‘ but no one can help me, and I 
must feign content if I do not feel ft,” 

“Bat should anything transpfre fn which my 
aualstance—— 

“Nothing can or will; but I am grateful to 
you, Mr. Emery.” 

“Will you not tell me your name -” 

"They call me Leah,’ and before he could 
stay her she was gone, 

Owen E nery walked to the house fn a state of 
perplexity. Who and what was Leah! He 
could not belisve she had been born to her menial 
state, She looked and spoke like # lady, and wes 
divinely beautifal, despite the half sullen ex- 
pression of face and eyes, He would sek Dru- 
alla about her mysterfous bandma{d, and intent 
upon this'thougho he quickly made bia way to his 
fiancée’s side, 

“Whers have you been?” she questioned, 
with » smile, 

“On tae downs, where I lost myself, but for- 
tunately I fell 1a with one of the—the Inmates of 
the house, and she brought me safely back. By 
the way, what a handsome girl Leah fe.” 

Miss Darrell flashed slightly. 

‘'She fs rather well-looking.” 

“'T¢ tt true she fa your maid, Dru? Yer! Then 
how on earth did she got such refinement of 
speech and manner ?"’ 

“You are nob complimentary,” laughlog ; 
“but Leah comes of rather a superior family, 
only anfortunately her father committed » for- 
gery for which he Is now undergoing imprison- 
ment.” 


CHAPTER II. 


* Davsmral” 

“ [gfe quite trae, Owen; and papa, taking pity 
on the poor girl, brought her here, But ebe is 
not gratefal, and, fadeed, faof auch a pecallariy 
morose temperament, that bub for the pity I 
have for her [ should diemtss her.”’ 

'* Poor girl! poor giri | I suppose her pecullar 
posftion has something to do with her anhappy 
temper, Has she been long with yon!” 

‘! More than two years; and in all that time 
she has utterly refused to sccept the slightest 
gift from me. In fact, I belleve she hates ma for 
my more fortanate lot,” 

Here Druallla waa called upon to alnz, and 
Owen war left to bis own reflections, 

Do what he would he conld not forget the beau- 
tifal pale facs of bis late companion, the sombre 
eyes whose wistfalness had sirack him so pain- 
fally. 

Poor girl! Tae child of a felon, sensitive to 
her disgrace, and occupying so poor a position, 
what wonder she developed vo bitter a dlspo- 
sition ! 

6 T should like to belp her. I will help her ff 
Ioan,” he thought, and never reflected on the 
danger of such a proceeding, 
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It would be useless to interest Drueilia in her, 
as the girl bad sach an aversion to her. Ne; he 
must work slone, and amongst hie lady friends 
surely he would find one to hold out a kindly 
hand to this victim of fortune} He would have 
been Sy surprised could he have 
followed his fiancé s proceedings that night, 

Pausiog at Leah's door she listened a moment 
te the girl’s regular breathing, then nolselessly 
entering, held her iamp high above the bed, so 
7 ite ight fell athwart the beautifal, sorrow- 

Her own wae white with passion as she stooped 
and shook the sleeper by the arm. 

‘© Wake ! wake!” she said, in a low, intense 
tone. ‘I want to speak to you.” 

Leah tarned, opened her heavy eyes, then sat 


= 
“ What is fs, Drusillat Am I never to have 
apy reat |” 

** Oa, I want nothing done, thank you,” sneer- 
ingly, “although I might consclentiously demand 
your entireservics, Bat I do want to know how 
th, wp nacncef oa were Mr, Emery’s companion 


** His companion } Don't you mean his galde / 
I have nothing to say but that having committed 
no sin any defence is absurd.” 

“Bs carefal, Leah! you are only here on 
tolerance, and any offence against me would be 
visited severely upon you by my father, I am 
not unmerciful or dfal of your wretched 
condition, but you must nob try me far. Mr, 
Emery fs my affianced husband, and any abeurd 
attempt to change his allegiance will be sharply 

. He knows your story—the blot on 
our name. If you are wise you will not give 

m amusement for his lelsure hours,” and 
allowing Leah no chance of replying she sailed 
out. 

The poor child sat erect, her cheeks burning, 
ber heart throbbing with outraged diguity. 


Then suddenly filnging out her arms she | 7 


"Ob| Heaven help me! Heaven pity me! 
What ie my sin that I shoald so sorely auff-r! 
Ob! ft is unjast—unjust that I should know no 
beast joy, no least kindness }"* 

And then by degrees her thoughts turned to 
Owen, the fire) who bad spoken gently to her 
through all these weary months, 

Asshe recalled hie look, his tone, the gent'e 
chivalry of his bearing, a sob rose to her lips, 
and, for the firet time for many weary days, the 
hot tears rushed to her eyes, and cowering 
among her pillows she wept likes weary child. 

Afterwards she used to say those tears had 
saved her from madness, Cortain ft Is that 
when she rose in the morning, although her 
cheaks were pale and her eyelids suspiciously 
red, a strange peace was in her heart, and a new 
softness upon her lovely young face. 

She did not catch so much as a glimpee of 
Owen throughout the next three days, In fact, 
abe did her utmost to avold him. 

Bat on the morning of the fourth she rose 
very early to gather some herbs for drying, and 
while thus engeged she heard a kind voice close 
by ber that sent the blood coursing wildly 
through bor velnz. 

‘You are an early riser, Leah, Was your 
conaclence troublesome, or your dreams unplea- 
gant as mine were!” P 

She stood to the full glow of the morning 
wan, her face a little flached, her eyes troubied. 
Iv seamed to Owen she was lovelier than before, 
despite her poor print gown, and the extreme 
plainness of her linen collar, unfastened by 
brooch or ornament, 

Hie eyes fell ov the srall, slender, but toil. 
worn bands; then avelng she wonld not rpeak, 
he sald,—~ 

"Leb me help you, I’m a capital hand at that 
sort of thing.” 

" No, no,” ehe answerei, hastily, “indeed you 
must nob; Drusilla would be angry.” 

Druellle! what « familiar way to spesk of her 
mistreer, Owen looked, as he felt, surprised, 
bat Leah was bending over her herbs and did nots 
sotics him. 

“IT muet go in; I have gathered quite enovgh 





5 


already, and uncle will be waiting for his break- 
r.” 


“‘ So Mr, Darrell ls your uncle?” Owen sald, 
calmly ; ‘ that explains the Nkeness betwesn you 
two.” Then seeing how genuinely she was dis- 
tressed by her own ioadvertence, he took her 
hands in hie, sayiog, “My dear gir], why won't 
you trust me? Don’t you know how deeply I 
am interested in you 1” 

Bat Deusilla’s words recurred to her, and 
breaking away from him, she cried,— 

* For shame, slr! to insult a friendless, help- 
less girl; knowing my wretched story you should 
have a 

4s w upjast you are! Why may I nob 
be your friend 1" 

“ Freiond |” bitterly, “TJ hardly onderstard 
what such a thing fz, 

“Let me teach you,” eagerly. “‘Upon my 
word you may trast me,” 

" You forget the diffarence in our positfons,” 

“There ts no difference. What foduced you 
to tell me you were Drasiila’s maid?” 

** What else am 1} The poorest and meanest 
servant of sll work is better off than J, for she 
works for a wage ; whilst I—~but why do I speak 
of these things to you, who cannot understand 
or care }” 

* Bat Indeed I do care more than I can tell,” 
earnestly. “I cannot bear to think of one so 
young as you all alone in the world! If only 
my mother were alive she would have helped 
you; ae it is—well, as ib is, Leah, I must bave 
time for thought, By to-morrow I shall have 
fixed on some plan; you will see me then, will 
you not! Here, and at the same time!” 

‘No, no; Drusilla would disapprove of such 
a meeting, and how do I know I am safe in 
truetiog you?” 

He looked hart by her suspicion. 

“T hope Iam a gentleman! You need not 
fear, or if you do, lep me speak to Drusilla about 

ou.” 


She laughed conte mptuously. 

“Toank you, no; my affairs can have no 
{nterest for Miss Darrell. And now, if you 
please, leave me ; it is nob well for us to meet. I 
am grateful to you for your proffered ald and 
friendship. Heaven knows it is bard to refuse 
either.” 

‘*Then why do it?” 

The rich colour famed into the poor girl's 


face, 
"I cannot tell you,” she sald, under her 
breath. 


jt! 

"But you must,” tmperatively, “I will hold 
you here until you do,” 

He was so masterful, and yeb all the while so 
tender, that Leah felt there was nothing left for 
her but obedience, and blushing still more 
farlously, stammered— 

“ Friendship between us would mean misery 
for me, Last night it was sald to me, ‘if you are 
wise you will not give him amusement for his 
leisure bours.’” 

“Who sald that?” with an ominous flash of 
the blue eyes. 

© T shall nob tell you; and you have no right 
to ask }” 

“Yes I have ; as my character has been hinted 
away. Look here, Leah, I know as well av you; 
it was Drastila, What the plegue makes her so 
jealous? She ought to know she can trust me, 
Great Heaven! I am not euch a villain as to 
work any girl harm, especially one so forlorn as 
you | 

He wat so genuinely distressed that with a 
quick Impulse the girl stretched ont her hand to 
him 


“I do not believe one word of the insinuation ; 
bat I do thank you ; I shall thank you all my 
life for your goodness,” 

“ Nonsense! I have done nothing. Leah, fsn’s 
ft fanvy that at present I only know you by your 
Caristlan name 1” 

“I am Leah Harwood!” then she added 
defiantly, “my father fs an escaped) convict, but 
Heaven and myself know he is innocent of the 
crime leld to his charge. Hark! Becky is 
me,” and snatching up her basket of herbs she 
— away, leaving Owen no time for further 
speec 





He stood a few moments where she had lett 
bim, looking moodily after her, his brows knitted 
in a heavy frown ; then slowly and deliberately 
paced the apkemp?t drive, his mind fall of many 
serfons doubts of his betrothed’s truth aod 
amiabllity. 

Way had he been so ready to rivet his fetters} 
He was not at all sure now that he and Drusilla 
were copgenfal epirlte, He had a vague sus- 
picion that he had made a fool of himself, and 
thought savagely,— 

“have only seen that girl twice, but upon 
my soul I am half fn love with her already. 
I'd give a good deal to have the right to comfort 
her. How lovely she {s, and how forlorn! I've 
seen moany women, bub none that ever made me 
feel one spark of—bab ! what a fool Iam; I’m 
bound to Drusilla, and have no right to think 
of—of any other girl.” 

When returned to the house Becky me: 
him fn the hall, and with a sour glence at bir, 


"You'll excuse me, sir, when I say Miss 
Drusilla wouldn't care to know you're flirting 
with her cousin.” 

Without a word he passed her by, afraid to 
trust himself to speech ; but the look in his blue 
eyou was eloquent, and Becky deemed it whsest to 
say 00 more, 

Sauntering into the breakfast-room he dropped 
{nto his seat beside his jancée, who smiled a 
welcome; but Owen was in no mood for ples 
santries, and astonished all present by asking 
biuntly,— 

* Doesn't your cousin ever pub in an appear- 
ance, Druailia 1” 

* My cousin!” with an air of astonishment. 
‘* To whom do you refer /"’ 

* Miss Leah.” 

* And who told you that apy relationship 
existed between us!” 

ts Becky,” 

‘*She might have been better employed,” Mr, 
Darrell broke in. ‘'By birth and edacation 
Leah Harwood fs quite unfitted for society. 
Indeed, it fa by her own desire she does not 
appear. You see, her antecedents are shady ; 
and—and—well, she is sensitive,”’ 

‘That I can believe; but I am inclined to 
doubt Harwood’s guilt.” 

“T should be glad to be assured of his inno- 
cence; it would take a heavy load from my 
mind,” answered the host; but Owen had very 
Movle faith In him; alas 
neither trast nor love his fiancée now 

He spoke no more of Leah th 
ws but injuring her cause by his championship, 
and wisely refrained from farther speech on the 
subj cb 

Bat Drusilla’s heart was sore with jealousy and 
sus and she watched both Owen and Leah 
with upfleggiog zeal in the days immediately 
following their second 

Nothiag cccurring, however, to confirm her 
suspicione, she began to think she had no rea! 
cause for alarm, and relaxed her vigilance. And 
jast when Owen began to fear Leah mus) have 
been spirited away he met her In the shrubbery. 

She was very pale, and looked as though she 
had been crying. 

In that moment the young man forgot all hie 
good resolves, all hia self-control, and springisg 
forward, caught the Mttle trembling hands in 4 
fervid 
* AL whet does this mean? What have 
they been doing to you? Where have you been 
hiding all these long days? No!” as the gir! 
made an effort to free herself, “you shall not 
ran away! Ihave got you now, and mean to 
keep you! Poor little soul! What ts the 
trouble 7” 

She was trembling as with cold, and cared 10° 
to look at him, : 

She had seen him but three times fn all, but 
he had grown to be » hero to her, She had 
thonght of him night and dey—far, far more thas 
wise or well, and now he wae near courage ap@ 
control alike forsook her, and she could not trus’ 
hereelf to speak one cohereat word. 

What ig the matter?” Owen aeked, gently. 
Tell me all?” 
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And then, to his dismay, she burst Into 
bitterest tears, 


oa 


CHAPTER LV. 


Owen was beside himself. How should he 
comfort her, the poor child! How stem the 
torrent of ber teara ? 

Her diatress made him forgetful of all else ; and 
throwing bis arm about her, he drew her to him, 
and kiesed her once upon the mouth. 

He certainly chose the moat effectual way 
of calming her, for now she wrenched herself 
from him, and confronted him with cold, con- 
demuing eyes, 

"Deastlla was right!” she sald, “One tn 
my position could not hope for esteem from one 
in yours! Good-night, Mr. Enery! 1 am sorry 
l ever knew you |" 

“ Leab, T was a brate! Forgive me! Stop 
jis) @ moment, and let me explain !'’ bat she 
was rushing like a whirlwind to the house; 
and, out of tune with himself and the world, he 
tarved miserably towards the open fields and 
highway. 

Trembiiag fn every Hmb the ‘girl reached her 
room, and, falling on her knees beside her bed, 
sobbed and prayed alternately, 

“T cannot, cannot stay here!" she said, * Ib 
will break my heart! Bat, oh, how can I leave 
him! Shame, thrice shame on me ! I love him | 
I love him ! and he cares for me less than noth- 
ing! I must get sway | but where can I1-—where 
shail I go}” 

Tae long hours wore by, and the dusky twi- 
light came on, Her mean little room was now 
quite dark, 

O.c3 or twice Becky called her, bub she made 
no reply. She could nob go down yet. So fall 
of the heavy burden of her newly discovered love, 
she was afraid that all who looked upon her 
would read her wretched secret, 

Sae heard the dinner-bell ring, and then came 
Becky's step upon the stalre, and she hastily con- 
cealed herself in a small cupboard, holding her 
breath lest she should be unearthed, 

“Drat the girl!” sald Becky, ‘' where Is she? 
Io ain'» like her to be out when there’s work to 
do, She's a good girl, though I alo’t going to 
foster her concelt by telling her so. Leah! Leah ! 
where are you, you lazy, good: for-novhing Idler |” 
and she hurried out, leaving the poor child 
laughiog byaterically, 

“She never gave me a word of praise before,” 
she said, as she emerged from her hiding-place ; 
“and I did not believe she could have spoken. of 
me so kindly |” 

Poor chiid! poor child ! she was so unused to 
love and tenderness that even Becky’s words fel) 
on her wounded spirit like balm ; and as she sat 
at the open window a gentler mood came upon 
her, so that she prayed humbly that, if indeed 
O wen loved her, Heaven in its mercy would teach 
him to because such love could bring him 
nothing but misery. 

Tae night wore on, and she heard B scky barring 
the doors, and inquiring shrilly if anyone had 
sean Leah ’ 

"On, yes!’ came the answer in Denellla’s calm 
tones, “ehe went to her room more than two 
hours ‘3 

“ What alled her that she didn’t give me any 
help? Girls are no good nowadays, elther to 
them-elves or to anybody elee,” 

“ a she had a porn anewered 
young lady, sweetly, ‘' -night, Bocky.” 

Theo abe went u and waiting until all 
Was quiet, entered cousin’s room, Leah was 
selll sivulng by the window, her face hidden in 
her armas, 

'* Light your candle,” said D-ustlla, in a hard 
volcs, “I want to talk to you, and I can't talk 
in the dark.” 

Mechsnleally the girl obeyed ; and by the dim 
light she eaw Drusilla was deadly white, that 
her eyes barned with unnataral fire; ber hands 
were fast locked, as thovgh +h» would fain keep 
under control the passion that was consnming 
a Drawing very near to the girl she said, 

: (a 
“I warned you once It was dapgerous to 





thwart me, or to attempt to win Mr. Emery from 
me. The time for warning ls past now, and I 
shall act!” 

“ What do you mean, Drusilla? I am innocend 
of any offence against you.” 

“Tonocent | when I saw you fn his arme eub- 
mitting to his caresses 1 You shameless girl, how 
dare you lie so boldly tome? Would you have 
me doubt the evidence of my own senees }” 

"I would have you trust me more fully,” 
humbly, 

“ Trust you, a felon’s danghter, In whose veins 
his black blood flows! Trust you | when I know 
how utterly unprincipled you are! No, Leah 
Harwood! What I have seen to-day decides your 
fate. I will not live in the same house with you ! 
I will not lose my lover to you—and so you must 


Gol” thegirl echoed in a dazed way. ** What 
do you mean” ‘ 

“Taoat-you must leave here to-night.’ 

" Without explanation to any? Oa! Cousin 
Druaiila, you cannot mean eo cruel a thing ? You 
wili not send me awéy to-night * Ib is late, and 
fa the world I have no friend.” 

"You should have thought of that before you 
acted so Imprudently. You may appeal to my 
father if you choose, bab you will hardly improve 
your case, With him my will is law. Pad to- 
gether what things you want and go. Here are 
ten shillings for you |" 

But {2 a parozysm of passion Leah struck the 
hand which held the shining pieces, and they 
rolted here, there, and every where, 

If I must beg ic shall not be from you!” she 
said, “¥ would die first. Drasills, you need have 
no fear of the poor cousin who made sport for 
your honourable lover. I am going, and neither 
you nor he will hear of me again.” 

As she passed out of her room Druallla eank 
panting and pale upon the bed, half ashamed and 
wholly afraid of what she bad dove, 

Ao 1” she called, faintly, but Leah did nob 
reply. 

Creeping nolselessly along the corridors she 
psueed outaide one door, hearfug a volce that had 
grown all too dear to her, It was Owen, talking 
earnestly to E:hel Pont’s lover. 

“J tell you, Tom,” he said, “I feel an utter 
cad. I am engeged to one girl, but—laugh, if you 
will—I love another with ail my eoul. I tell you 
if I were free to-morrow I would marry Leah 
Harwood if she would have me,” 

“Oh! thank Heaven, thank Heaven!” cried 
the poor, bleeding heart, “I can bear anything 
now, my darling, my darling !"’ 

Then stealing downstairs she slid the bolts 
noleelessly and passed out Into the murky night 
— penniless and forlorn. 

rusilla saw the light-robed figure as !t crossed 
the lawn, and softly, — 

"Leah! Leah! come back. I was too harsh,” 
but Loah never heeded, never heard, as she held 
on her dreary way. 

The darkness and solitude frightened her, bub 
she had sofficlent courage to press on, On} 
somewhere In the wide world there must ba a 
haven for her! and he loved her! O02! nothtog 
conid take that blessed consolation from her. She 
could never be wholly wretched knowing that, 
She sald his name to herself over and over again, 
as If finding comfort {n 1b, and prayed wildly that 
however rough her own life might be hie way 
might be made smooth. 

Scambling often faint with fasting and woe, 
she held on her way, and by dawn was far from 
The Hermitage. 

A woman at a cottage door seeing how faint 
and weary she was invited her In to rest, and 
brought her some bread and milk, 

“Do you come far?” she said, kindly. ‘' You 
look worn out!" 

“ T have been walking all night,” Leah answered, 
fa s low, faint voice. 

* Daar | dear! that’s bad. Bat what are your 


friends about to let a young girl like you take the 


road alone ? 
“T have no friends and no home.” 
“You poor girl!” with genuine sympathy, 


“and so young. And what do you mean to 
dot here are you going?” 
“To Gloucester. Perhaps I shall ged work 





there ; and however bard, however poorly pald, 
Iwill nod complain, Thank you for your kind- 
ness, I--I would pay you if I could, buat I 
haven’s # penny in the world.” 

"Don's fash yourself abound that. I shan’t be 
the poorer for what you've had, And look here, 
you jast lie down on that couch and try to sleep. 
My old man’s going with a boad o’ hay ten miles 
up the road, and he'll give you a litt ; he'll be tm 
at twelve, There, I don’t want no thanks, and 
don’t you go for to cry.” 

And heedless of al) Leah's remonstrances the 
woman covered her up warmly and lefb her te 
sleep if she could, 

She was so weary tha, despite all her troubles, 
her friendiess and penniless condition, she soon 
fell into a deep slumber, from which she did not 
wake until the sound of a bluff, hearty volce 
broke in upos and dieturbed her dreams, Starting 
up ehe saw a good-looking map of forty regarding 
her with pioiful eyes, 

** Qoom,” he said fa the broadest dialect, ‘eoom 
’ee here, ings, and get a bite and a scoop 'efore ‘ee 
start, and it’s sorry [xm we have not got more 
to offer ee,” 

Leah rose at hie bidding, aud the kindness of 
his voice brovght tears to her beaurifal eyes. 

‘ST did not think there way so much charity fo 
the world,” she sald tremulonaly, ‘' Oh, Heaven 
bless you both for your great goodness,” 

The man laid one hoge rovgh hand upon the 
pretty head with » touch as gentle as a woran’s, 

*' Poor tase! fc’e a hard life “ea must ha’ had, 
and it’s a prcclous queer Jot o’ folke ‘ee rausb be’ 
knowed, when a wee bit o’ kindness atire ‘ee #0, 
and coome strange to ’ee, But ald ‘es doon, and 
let Lyddy gie ee eome vitties,” 

So Leah ate and drank of the hamble, plenti- 
ful fare, and when she roze to go the good woman 
wrapped a smali shawl about her shoulders, say- 
fing it was little she had to give, bat euch as she 
had Lsah was heartily welcome to; and but for 
her own numerous children she would have done 
more, Then she kisced the girl upon the cheek, 
and the husband made a little hollow in the hay 
where Leah might Ife and rest her aching lmbr 
and fn this fashion they began thelr journey. 
They travelled very slowly, and once her oom- 
panion inaleted upon getting down at a wayside 
inp, and bringing her a glace of ale, which he 
compelled ber to drick, watching with pleased 
eyes how the colour mounted inte her face, 

* Don’e I know what's good for ’ee 1” he asked 

-temperedily when ehe remonstrated. ‘'! 
ought to, seein’ I've gob seven young ‘une o° my 
owa ; gret strappin’ gells and boys they be, too. 
Now, do ’ee lie down ager, we're moat over our 
journey now; and I'll see ’ee settled for the 
ae afore I leave ’ee, or my name ain’? Wili 

ole.” 

And he was as good as his word, Ab the vii- 
lage where he delivered his load of hay he pro- 
cured a decent lodging for Leah, for which he 
pald sixpence; and at parting he drew ont a 
shilling, which he offered her sharmefaced)y, 

** Ob, I could not take ib, Indeed I could not! 
I owe you so much *% 

“'The old woman tould me to gle it ‘se, and I 
ain't goin’ egen her ; bless ea, we've gob enough 
for ourselves, and suovgh’s as good ae a fenat. 
Take it, lacs, and may ‘ee never be hard up for 
another." 

He pressed it into ber unwilling palm, and tn 
a sudden passion of gratitude she caught and 
hissed his horny hand, 

The honest fellow wore such a shame-faced 
look that a casual observer must have langhed, 
sesing only the ridiculous elde of the matter. 

“Lass,” he sold in his slow way, ''wheb made 
"ee go for to do that! ‘Rie shonldn’t, ’ee 
shouldn’t, Iv’s welcome ‘ee are to anythin’ [ 
can give’se; and don’t be offended I give ’ee 
a word o’ warnin’, It’s a good gell I believe 'es 
are, and I'd be sorry to think harm befel ’se; #0 
lass ; let me say Giomeester’s » big place for a 
lonely young thing, and there's many a critter 
’ad think nought o’ harmin’ ’ee ; 20 don’t "ee be 
led astray, and thick allas o’ your mother, and 
what she'd have ‘ee be, Good-bye, my dear, 
good-bye;” and with that he wend lumbering 
out, leaving Leah im tears. Ib was wonderfal 
how softened she wae by the carter’s bindness, 
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how much lighter her heart was, despite her 


condition, 
The following morning she etarted. on her jour+ 
ney once more, having breakfasted on & 


amall loaf, and by aight she was wi six 
les of Gloucester, Toe next day she reached 
journey's end; and then began a dreadfal 
asareh for work ; it was strange if in so large a 
place she should find none. Yet she soon began 
&o fear ih was so ; everywhere slic was met by 
tho. question,‘ Where are your references! 
and haviog none to offer, being so anxlous to 
bide herself from all who ever knew her, she 
atitwered she bad none to give, ahd so each inter- 
view ended. 

Her monty was all gone now, and she would 
have died rather than beg ; so she dragged her- 
self wearily on, hoping in her inmost heart that 
Heaven in its merey would take her to {teolf, 
thinking wiidly and deliriously of ways and 
mitans by which she might escape her wretched 
iot, sometimes wishing she lay dead beneath the 
quiet watere, 

A rosy sehoal-girl carrytng a Hbtle bag pasued, 
aud, seclog how faint and weary she looked, 
harriediy thract the bag fato her hand, saying, 

* Take It, I don't want it ; {t's only my lunch,” 
and@-hastenad away as though ashamed of playing 
the good Samaritan. 

Poor Leah! She ate hungrily of the dainty 
ake, which scarcely served to appease her 
appetite, and then she begau once more the 
weary search for employment, with always the 
aame atckening resu!t, ' 

Towards evening heart and brain alike began 
06 fall; she was alone fn that great place, faint 
with fatigae and hunger, Ine sudden access of 
despalr she entered the grounds attached to a 
Sere house ; aurely here she might beg a 
tittle of their plenty. How giddy she was, how 
fains and bowlldered ; what strange shoughts 
esme to ber. Gace again she saw Druslila’s 
cruel, beautifal face ; once again she felc Owen's 
icles upon her lips, and then, with a low, wailing 
ory, she gank {n a huddied heap apon the 
ground, 





OHAPTER V. 


Mxanwuite there was much excitement ab 
Taoseeldvan about Leah's mysterious disappear- 
ange, and Drasilla was at a low to understand 
het fesher’s extreme agitation. 

“ Why should you worry about it!” she asked, 
sithongh, indeed, she herself was pale and nervous. 
** The girl hae gone of her own free will, and for 
ene Iam glad.” 

“I am sorry to bear you say that,” sald 
Owen's voice behind her, “I hoped you ware 
more womanly, and {b mast have been something 
ergadfal to urge her on to such a desperate 
atép. 

“ Perhaps you accuse me of being concerned in 
her disappearance ¢” his xancée retorted quickly; 
bub he noticed abe could not meet his eye. 

‘* Datil ® person fe convicted he or she is held 
inbocent. I will give you the benefit of the 
donbt,” he answered, coldly. 

“And pray, afr, what steps do you Intend 
taking fn the matter ’’ 

* Of couree, I wish to find and bring her home, 
but I cannot indalge in much expense, Iam a 

por man; that {s,"" sasing Owen's incredulous 
. “all I have contrived to save is for 
— bat I shovld be glad to have Iisah 


“ And eo should I,” said Becky, who had been 
called tate the family counsel. ‘ She was a rare 
gvod girl for work, and I tell you there's more 
tiiin one pair of hands can do here.” 

» “Then why don't you get help from the 
village?” asked Drusilla. 

"Because [ don’t want the master’s sffsirs to 
bé talked about,” grimly, ‘‘and there's never a 
maid would do the work she did.” 

x - wre ow a8 remarked Mr. Darrell. “ Becky 
§ actually developing some sign of. affection. 
This is wonderfal { ” 

“* You may sneer as you please, alr, bub what 

ou say fs true. I was always a beast to.the 


learn her value, and if is’s jast the eame to you, 
a ee eae 


‘nie was euch an unprecedented ebullition that 
father ard daughter stared as the old woraan io 
utter amezsment ; bat Owen seized her hand, 
"Thank you a thousand times, Becky.” 

" I'd like to know what you've got to do with 
the business!” sourly. “It strikes me if ib 
hadn’) been for you Leah Harwood wouldn’t 
have gone, and {t’s certain I am there’s more in 
this than meets the eye.” 

§* What do you mean, Becky!” demanded 

“ 'Phat’s for yon to guess, miss, I'm thinking 
you alin’ so innocent as you look,” and with 
that this dreadful old woman bounced from the 
room, leaving Drusilla covered with confusion, 
which served to heighten Owen's vague sus- 


pictons, 

For two or three days advertisements appeared 
in the leading papers, but when no replies came, 
Everett Darrell considered he had done his 
duty and there the matter ended, Owen went 
to uncle’s, Lord Wolverton, and Drazsille 
accompanied some friends to Scarboro’, feeling 
that for a little while she and Owen were best 


apart, 

Becky kept house for ‘‘ the master,” and now 
more than ever the old woman miased the girl 
she had always flouted and scolded, She wished 
her back so sarnestly that she. was ashamed of 
ber own feellogs—she who had gone through 
life without one spark of affection for anybody 
—to learn abt lest to care for a poor 
livtle waif like Leah, A foundling, brought up 
in a workhouse where gentleness was unknown, 
cast upon the world {fn early life withoud so 
much as “ Heaven bless you” to speed her on 
her way, there was little wonder Becky grew 
hard and cruel in such a house as Everett 
Darrell’s; there was emall chance of refur- 
mation, 

Bat now Becky, for the first time fn her life, 
felt her heart stirred up by compsesion and a 
strange longing for the sight of a familiar, 
gad young face, and the sound of a wistful, 

vi 


Druailla amidst the galeties of the Searboro’ 
life, forgot, or atified, her remorse, and gave her- 
self wholly up to the pleasures surrounding her. 
Her beauty and repnted wealth made her very 
popular, and she revelled fn the flattery of new 

ds, the conseless round of amusements, until 
Leab’s lovely, tortured face haunted her no 
more, 

And in September she wrote to Owen, re- 
questing him to run down to Scarboro’ at his 
earliest convenience, as she had something of 
importance to communicate, 

Fall of hope that Leah was discovered, he 
hastened te obey her summons, and found his 
fiancée sltvlog, perfectly dressed, perfectly com- 
, awaltiog bis arrival, 

“You have heard of, or from Leaah?” he 
questioned eagerly. 

“Indeed no; I think wo never shail again. 
Bat won't you silt down! I have something to 
tell you which will alter the old tenor of our 
liver. Owen, I don’t think you are very passion- 
re devoted to me,” and she glanced covertly 
at bim. 

He made no answer, but grew red with 
his embarrassment. 

Drusilla only laughed. 

"Tulse generally the poor woman who has to 
take the bull by the horns, and so I must perform 
my part. From the tims you first saw Leah you 
changed, oh ! fb is useless to deny It, and I am 
not the sors cf woman to share a divided 
enipire, and so I have sent for ‘you to 
~, RS sy it best our epgegement should be 


"With all my heart; that is, I mean, I am 
ble to mest you in every way.” 

“You are too kind,” snesringly stung by his 

ready acquiescence; ‘'but the fact is we both 





y 
potr child, but sow she’s gone I miss her, and 


“Teds yours, unconditionally,” be auswe:ed, 
so cheerfally that Drusilla could have struck him, 
**Woats good thing we found out cur mistaks 
tn Ten” che oatd amothering her wrath ; 

“at es,” 6 » wra ; ‘ wo 
should have been anbappy.” 

‘'T belleve you! Well, you will let me wich 
you all happiness now, and the tleman boo, 
Of course,” with a twinkle in eyes, “of 
course he is not a commoner, like myself 1" 

“ He is the Honourable Charles Ison.” 

© My dear Drusilla, how much to be envied 
you are! Why, bless my soul, he is the mos 
marriageable young fellow I know |" 

He could not have helped that thrast for the 
life of him. 

Vaguely he felt Drusilix knew more than she 
would tell of Leah's nag cogent and he was 
not at all sorry to punish for any share ehe 
might have had fo ft. 

Bat the young lady's face flashed angrily. 

‘You are pleaned-to be facetious, Mr, Emery, 
although, indeed, I see small occasion for mirth, 
And I have such faith in Obarles, that I am 
convinced he will be loyal to ms, however chara- 
ing my maid may be.” 

‘*T am sure I hope he will, I should be sorry 
to learn you had been disappointed io him. 
And now I suppose I our interview 
ended? Thank you, aud pray accept my hearty 
congratulations upon this fortunate event, 
Good-bye, Deusllla! I hope you will be happier 
theo your cousin.” 

Free now to woo the woman he loved, Owen 
begen his search for her in a hopefal frame of 
mind ; bat on every hand and difficalties 
bases bis, and {tb was not long before hope and 
courage alike began to fail him. 

In the meantime Leah had been tenderly 
cared for, 

A servant had found tye prone upon the 
ground, and, knowing trese’s genercus 
nature, had called her to his assistance. 

Mra, Canningham at onca ordered the poor 
child to bs carried into the house; and there, 
after a prolonged swoon, the dark eyes gradually 
opened, the sweet lps Ogee and fain would 
ome. spoken; bat Oanningham eald 
qual ly,— 

“ Hash, you must not talknow. Rest awhile; 
and after dinner, ff'you are able, yoa shall tell 
me your story,” aud Leah wae too weak to 


Soft-footed, soft-volced vervants came and 
went, minis to ber wants, until the white 
lips closed fn a and peaceful sleep, which 
oie, aged again Mrs. Canningha as 

8 m Ww 
sitting beside her, and to her the’ girl confided 
tifal story. 
had ly sat htfal 
and ailent a little while, then she sald,— 
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need & 
With so many Ibtle ones, there Is always soms- 
thing to do,” 
And so at last poor Leah found work and s 
home. 


She was not altogether unhappy. Her mis- 
tress wae biad po eres 3 her fellow- 
servants pleasant and companionable, but yet her 
sick heart yearned day by day for the sight of 
Owen’s honest face, the loving regard of his bise 


“FKod whilst she thought of these things, and 
pined for love, ae sick men pine for thelr native 
alr, great changes had taken place among»! those 
she had koown and cared for, 

By a series of calamities Owen found himself 
Lord Wolverton, 

His uncle had died of » virulent fever, and bis 
two cousins had been drowned whilet yachulng 
off the Hebrides, so that he found himself the 
owner of large “apa pee rey estates, the 
possesaor of a title great 

Druciila Ley on would have eee td peryron 
then te recal hasty words, ow 
font at Scarboro’ from Owen's mind and 
her own € 

 Snatching at the shadow, I have lost the sub- 





stance,” she sald bitterly; ‘and {tls only my 
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ospective fortupe that hes bought mea title 
nes that misers bie little Leah I should have 
peen Lady Wolverton now |” 

Bat regrets were unavailing, so she spplled 
hereelf with redoubled energy to the completion 
of her ¢rousseau, and found some comfort in the 
plies of Jaces aad ribbons, the dainty gowns, and 
ornaments her father lavished upon her; but 
she would have given worlds, did she possess 
them, once again to have Owen at her feet, 

The weddiag had been fixed for November, and 
the weeks seemed to fly, 80 busy they were. 

Then, as the eventful dsy drew near, Drusilla 
said to her father,— 

“ [really think we ought to invite Lord Wol- 
verton. Ib would give prestige to the ceremony, 
and show the world that we are stili frleade.” 

" As you please, Dru. I am afraid, my dear, 
you played your cards very badly, but that can- 
not be helped now. And I always liked Emery— 
I mean Wolverton ; so write him a friendly 
little note, By Jove! it would be strange if a 

were effected in the bridegroom! ” 
Owen is too much io 
love with Leah: but J will write the note, He 
cannot do worse than decline.” 

And that was jast what Lord Wolverton did 
not do, 

He senta friendly reply, {a which he said he 
should be happy to see Thosseldean again ; and éwo 
days before the wedding took place he arrived ab 
The Hermitage. 

He came partly to show that no animosity 
existed between himeelf and Drusille, and partly 
because he hoped to hear something of Leah, 

Bat all bis questions were in vain. 

Becky could tell him nothing ; and beyond the 
fact thav the girl had been seen on the high road 
to Gloucester, nothing was known of her, 

Owen began to fear that in a paroxyem of 
despair she bad taken her own life. 

“ And ff ft ia so,” he thought, “ then ffs all 
over with me, and my freedom [s comparatively 
worthlees |” 

Drusilla was very gracious to him, bat she was 
too wise to attempt his subjugation, how 
vain that. would be; and bat for his anxiety con- 
cerning Leah the time would have passed plea- 
santly enough. 

The wedding took plec> with great éclat, Owen 
belog ‘* beat man,” and performing his part weil. 
His présent to the bride was a coatly pearl neck- 
lace, which well became her imperial beauty, and 
made her regret more than ever her rash rejec- 
tlon of him, 

Mr. Darrell pleaded with Owen to stay with 
him awhile, as the house would be eo lonely when 
Deualila was gone, and having no prior engage- 
ment he agreed to do so, 

Everett Darrell was not the best of hosts, and 
ib was-nob long before Owen regretted his 
promise, and wished himself well away. 

One day, when he sat yawning over a novel, he 
chanced go look up, and caw Darrell lookiog with 
scared eyes at # certain paragraph fo bis paper. 
Before the young man could remark on his evi- 
dent agitation he flang tt down and hurried from 
bo a keeping bis face steadily averted all the 
while, ; x 

When the door closed upon him Owen stooped 
and up the paper. 

‘I wonder now what fb is that has so upset 


him ; perhaps {t is news of :’ and he 
harrisdiy ran his finger down the. colunins nati! 
he came to thia 


demned he was con 


plece he subsequently escaped, 


more, 





| did Darrell mean by looking so scared ? 





has he hidden himself, and why has he never 
written to his daughter? And what the plague 
Any 
other man would have been glad, It strikes 
me there’s something ehady about ir; I wish I 
could find out.” 

He cas lost in his reverie, when the door 
opened and his host re-entered. He was very 
white and nervous, and when Owen, poluting to 
the paragraph, said :— 

" You must be glad to learn this,” he started, 
fluahed, and, pouriog ont a tumbler of brandy, 
drained 1b to the dregs before anewericg, 





CHAPTER VL. 


"'Yzs, yes; of course I am delighted,” he said, 
at last; but tone and look belied his words, 
“You see,-Wolverton, {t's jast this: as soon as 
Harwood knows his innocence is established he 
will make tracks for Eogland, and naturaily come 
on here to see his daughter, Well, what am J 
todot He'll never believe that I am blameless 
of ep erennetanee | What on earth shall I 


“Why,” auswered Owen, giving vent to his 
long-reatrained resentment, ‘tel! him the trath. 
Say .she was badgered and baited, made the 
G@radge and victim of the whole bousehoild ; 
that she was meanly clothed ani badly fed ; thar 
she never had a kind word or loving look from 
one around her, and at iast, made desperate by 
such vile treatment, she escaped, and fa ail pro- 
bability pub an end to the Mfe you had all 

to make a misery.” ‘ 

'*Well!” ejacalated Darrell, sinking {nto a 
chair, and regarding Owen with unmitigated 
astonishment, “do you know—do you know 
that lordship’s words are actionable 1” 

wy neither know nor care; bub If you can 
deny one accusation I have brought against you 
you are welcome to try. Upon my soul I believe 
there is more in this than meete the eye.” 

“ What—what do you mean!” stammered 
Darrell. “You are very violent and unjast. 
Wouldn’s the girl have‘ bsea homeless but for 
me? 

"'Waen'b she cheaper than any hired ser- 
vant?" passionately. “Her work was never 
done, and her wages took the form of abuse 
and contempt |” 

“I was never ankind to her,” Darrell almost 
whined. 

“ You certainly stopped short of beating her,” 

ly. ‘I don’s thick you dared have gone so 
ar—the worm mighs have turned,” 

Darrell started to his feet, 

‘*Look here, Wolverton, you don’t know all the 
facts of the caze ; how tryivug she was, and all 
that sort of thing. Of course you think her an 
angel, and you're welcome to your bellef ; but If 
you stay a moment you will see that by breaking 

me will injare Leah, She must be 
found, and couldn't we work better together than 
separately 1” 


Owen was silent a moment ; the idea of work- 
ing with Darreil was not pleasant, Toe man’s 
was rapidly becoming intolerable to him, 


3 so after a pause he said :—- 

“2 1” Then, with sly humour fu his 
eyez," each one to be his own paymaater.” 

“+ Oh, yes, yes, certeloly,” answered the otber, 
rather ‘crestfallen, He had counted upon the 
young lord’e proverbial generosity to reduce his 

at least one-half, 
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* My poor Leah! My 
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“You'll be successful,” confideatly; ‘yon 
love her, aud when you've found her will you 
sey how much I missed- her, how I never know 
her value till she was gone, and how sorry Iam 
now that I treated her so Ui—but harshness had 
made me hard tov, Heavens! my itfe ain’t been 
all honey,” and then sho stopped as if ashamed 
of her outburst, 

“I willtell her all you assy, and all 
you mean, Becky.” 

“Thank you, my lord. Bat hero’s master. 
Don’t let on to him what I've told you, or 
he'll think I'm gone childish,” and she began 
asaiduouely to dash some chairs wihth her 
apron, 

“Bs av carefal at yon cav, Becky ; and it 
you're nervous Topham can come to sleep fa the 
house,” 

“'Nervone at my time of day!” the old 
woman retorted, ‘* No one wil! harm me, and 
burglars have got te0 much senses to come to 
a piace’ like this, There wouldn't bo apy- 
— for them ff they did—you take care of 
that!’ 

* Don’t be fusclent,” frowning at her, bat she 
remained oatterly unabashed. “And plgace 
remember my Instructions. If any Isetters ebduld 
arrive for me you must forward ther at once to 
the addresses I shall send you from ifme to time, 
Don't forget |" 

“¥ealn't Ifkely 1 shall, considering Y shan’t 
have anything else to think of,” and that was 
their characteristic partiog. 

Darrell and Lord Wolverton went first to 
Birmiogham, from which place they believed 
they had received tidings of Leah, 

Bab they were doomed to diaappolatment, 
and indeed it seemed ae though success would 
never crown their efforts, 

From town to town they journeyed, Darrell 
groaning inwardly over the expenditure, aud 
Owen sticking fast to his bargain ont of sheer 
maliciousness ; aad ab the and of fiva months 
they found themselves in London, 

As they sat over the walnute and wine thas 
evening the elder mau said,— 

“© If thie clue proves a falee one I shell givé up 
the search. Already {t has cost me more than £ 
can well afford. I’ve heard nothing from Har- 
wood, and ft Jonds to nothing.” 

"Of course, you will please yourself, Darrall, 
Bat, you see, you sre responsible for your 
nlece’s safety.” 

“TT waenot her appointed gaardinu, Heaven 
was that, IT only took her out of charity,” 

“And charity covers 9 multitude of sins,” 
eneered Owen, “Her father should be grateful 
te you—but I daresay be won's. Gratitude 
is » mighty cosrce virtue io the nineteénth 
century,” 

“ You are right, Wolverton. No one knows 
that so well as J. There's Ison! I’m sure 
Druaille’s settlements were very generous ; hat 
he fe like the horse-leech’s daughter, siwhys 
erying, ‘ give, give!’ and between him snd this 
search I shall be abterly raine?. Think what 
that meane for 2, man of my age.” 

Before Owen could reply a waiter appeared, 

" There’s « gentleman below, sir," he said to 
Darrell, “ asking to see you ; but he will not give 
his name, He ssys bie business ie urgent.” 

"Show him up. Wolverton, yoru need not 
go ; I daresay ft is some missionary or fneuranca 
agent—they’re up bo all sorts of dodges.” 

A quick, firm step soynded on the stairs, and 
{in another moment 9 fal!, mnscular-looking man 
stood fn the doorway. 

Dezpite the grey hairs shou) tho temples, the 
lines of care and sorrow on hie face, and the 
heavy black beard he wore, there was ye? suffi. 
clent resemblance between him and Leah to 
startle Owen ; snd whilst he wondered who 
was, Darrell turned languldly, and lifting 
eyes'to the stranger's level, gave o hoarse 
oat pub up his hands as though to ward 


6 
The other advanced quickly. 
“ Where le my davghter !” he asked fo hee 


I thick 


Fo 


{ntense tone, fall of threatening. *' Give 
back to me, you villain, or I'll strangle the life 
out of your body 1” 

“*Harwood | Harwood! where do you coms 
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from?" gasped Darrell. ‘ I—we-—did not know 
you were in Eogland |” 

I don’t euppose you did, and wery sorry 
you are to see me, What accountcan you 
of your stewardship? and where fs ehe for 
you professed so much tender care? Give me 
back my child!” and here the strong voloce 
broke. a Renn alls aching I will stick 
ad nothing to avenge f 

** Harwood, I was ac a father to her; buat 
she wes wilfal in the extreme, and having bad 
a quarrel with her lover she ran away. Even 
now [em for ber,” 

- my return when my 
fanoccence was established, aud dreaded exposare | 
I have been to Tacsseldean, and whilat there 
was not idle. Tae result of my inquiries was 
aot such as to redound to your credit.” 

“I have mauy enemies, brother Harwood |" 

, “but ack Becky if Leah and I were 
not as father and child,” 

‘* You miserable, cowardly Mar!" broke in 
Owen; “she hated and feared you, as indeed 
she had reason to do.” 

‘Who are you, eir?” asked Harwood, wheel- 
fog round. 

“Owen Emery, Lord Wolvertor, and your 
daughter's lover |!’ 

'* Belog her lover, why did gou not rescue her 
from her misery *” 

‘Twas mot a freeman then, and her flight 
was too sudden—too unexpected for me to pre- 
vent ft, But, efr, I have searched for her un- 
ly. I have hoped agalnat hope, and if at 


laut learn I have lost her, well——” he 
— off hurrledly, and Harwood clasped his 


**She cannot be los to us,” he sald, hoareely, 
* Fleaven ! have I bungered so long for a aight 
of her face to be cheated at the last ?’’ 

Then remembering Dsrrell’s presence, he drew 
himeelf erect. 

“Asfor you, it Is in my heart to punish you 
as you deserve. All fs known to me—your 
duplicity, your systematic robbery. Jadge 
between us,” addressing Owen, whilst Darrell 
shrank lower fn hie chair, and covered his eyes 
with his trembilog hands, _“'Sce what manner 
of man he Is, and how basely he has betrayed 
me and mine! When I was sentenced to penal 
servitude I begged him to befriend my wile and 
child—my wife was his own elster. 

“She had a little property, and on thie con- 
telved to exist for a year or two, That belog 
gone he—Everett Darrell—doled ber out a 
acanty pittance in retarn for the care and 
fustruction she gave his daughter. You see I 
have learned everything. 

“Bat when he heard of my escape from 
Portland, and knew I dared not set a foot ia 
Kogland, being once quit of it, be showed him- 
self fn his true colours. 

* He utterly cast them off, and but for the 
eharity of an old and valaed friend they mast 
have starved, P 

“TI went to Australis, from which place I 
wrote him, and begged news of my wife and 
child—prayed him, too, to keep my hiding- 
piece e secret from all but Leah's mother. 

“What did he do! He kept all knowledge 
from ber, and the euspense and anxiety con- 
cerning me killed her |" 

Here he glanced so vindictively at Darrell 
that Owen made « forward atep as though to 
staud between them. 

"Don't be afraid!" Harwood sald quickly. 
"T ahall not strike him. Well, my wife being 
dead, Manser kept the child, loving her as his 
own; bat that thief there wrote me she was 
aafe in bis care, the darling plaything and com- 
panton of bis own davghter. 

"TIT was at the mices then, and I scraped and 
saved like the verleet miser to repay him for his 
— and make e suitable allowance to my 


‘All through those months and sears I 
cheered myself with the thought that she was 
happy—that her love for me grew with her 
growth. 

“Toil grew pleasure, and my own poverty 
was light, when I thought that every fresh re- 
mittance [ made procured har aoms new plea- 





| ower the coarse grass that 





sure, Then, when she was old enough to write, 
begged Darrell to enclose me a letter from her. 


_ 


" Ab ficet he refased to do so, uaying that she 
was too young yet to be entrusted with the 
secret he held, and begging me to be patient, 
Oh, Heaven ! it was hard, end yet I was patient ; 
end after a year or two lI wrote Leah, telling 
Darrell I could no keep allence, 

* A latter then came from her-—-so I thought—- 
but now I know it was a forgery, that no line 
from her has ever reached me ; that year after 
year he bas grown rich on my labour; that 
chfld bad lived io luxury whilst mine wae 
grudged the common necessaries of life—was 
ecoffed at—deeplsed ; the servant of servants, 


mee! Sag wa Ay ar mek eg wo aly 
land, Wretch!” bringing his fist heavily d 
apon the table, ‘Out of my sight, or I shall 
marder you !” 

Dorrell started to bis feet. - 

“ Hear me, let me jastify myself; let me offer 
my defercs!” 


epect by 

integrity. Fifteen years of 
me—an innccent man ! and all bis life has been 
smooth—a series of successes, Ob, Heaven! is 
this justice?” 

** Juss a moment! Wolverton, beg bim to 
hear me, and grant my petition. {[t is not for 
myself I plead, bat for my daughter. Tolok 
what the exposure of my—my faults would meso 
for her! She occuples a high position,” 


(Continued om page 425.) 
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AsEet was mending his seine. It lay stretched 

covered low sand- 
banks that rose and fell monotonously along the 
beach. The fishermen was proud of his long net. 
Twine and shuttle in hand he ran his keen blue 
eye from mesh to mesh, detecting and fastening 
a break here and there. He was a handsome 
fellow ; lean, supple, mascolar, with a deep-set, 
plercing eye and firm ander jaw. This business 
of his—this stroggle with the fnscrutable—had 
reflected Iteelf in his habitual expression and 
made it inecrutable also, 

It was Jane, but even Jane can be bleak on the 
shore. The sun was going down red and bluster- 
irg lute the great grey sea, and there was a black, 
shaft-like cloud in the north-east which foretold 
a blow. The tide was tarning In, the surf crawling 
and spreading a Httle farther up on the sand from 
time to time. 

Occasionally Asel glanced off at the only sail 
fn aight. Iv was that of a sloop yacht, which had 
been tacking and shifting for an hour. The 
fisherman knew that she was being badly managed, 
and. that it might fare hard with her before 

. He watched her from time to time 
with a dall sort of interest ; dull, because his own 
disappointments and anxtleties had jast then the 
first place in bis thoughts. Hie work was done 
finally. He threw himeelf on the sand. He had 


“It’s a poor home for her. I don’t wonder 
she feels so,” was his reflection. "' Jast a cabin 
on the sands, with oars and trawie for ornaments. 
And she likes pretty things. The time was when 
I might have been more then a fisherman. Bat 
I let the chance slip, It’s all I shall ever be now. 
After all we might be . Obristie’s never 
known any better, and she’s had hard work and 
hard fare since her mother died.” 

He had an honest pride in feeling that the giri 
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he loved would be better cff as his wife than 
ahe bad ever been before, and a dull heartache 
at the relactant, Inconsistent ccquetry with 
which she received his sult, He was strong and 
—— by nature, as he was unambitious and 


placable, 

Hie business was with the tides and clouds and 
with the ledges where the fishing was good. He 
had pride tn bis boat and hie seine, Batali thas 
different men reserve for pleasure, for avarice, or 

nm, Asel pat into bis love. He loved In a 
that is & power for evil or 
for good tn the few lives into which such love 


“They're leandemen, and scared,’ was Asel's 
calm reflection, “It’s a bad coast and an un- 
promising night for them. They might bheve 
made the Gall Island breakwater whilet they've 
been fooling about here,” with a bitter sense of 
ecora for those who could own and could nob 
mavage the little vessel that hovered in such 
ss unskilfal fashion « couple of miles of 

andup. Saddenly 


The tide was creeping 
came {into sight 


walking rapidly slong the lonely beach. It was 
the figure of a girl, barefooted and bareheaded ; 
a slim, tall, dark-haired girl carrying an armfal 
of driftwood, ! 

Avel started at this unexpected sight and began 
to fumble with hie seine. He had too much 
sullen pride to let Christie Vance think he had 
loltered there to meet ber. He did not raise bis 
head till she was near enough to make her voice 
heard above the roar of the breakers, when she 
ry ed and called out, careleasly,— 

© Hallo, Avel ] mending your seine?” 

“I've done,” he sald, rising. ‘* Haen’s your 
father come in yet 1” he added, glancing at the 
drifewood in her arms. 

She shrugged her gracefal shoulders, 

“No, he hasn't come in, Probably he wouldn't 

ve chopped any wood if he had come.” 

“I don’t think you ought to carry wood, I'd 
chop your wood if I knew went you wanted fr.” 
Asel felt a certain vantage ground under bis 
feet. ‘You never let me know though, I suppose 
you wouldn't ask me any sooner than anybody 
else.” 

For a wonder Christie did nob nod with a 
flashing little smile out of her dark eyes, while 
her red, resolute lips parted and closed briefly 
over the white teeth as she walked awiftly on 
without forther response. For a wonder she 
did not. Oa the contrary, she threw down her 
armfal of wood as if she were tired of it—tired 
of everything. 

“IT don't know as I would,” she said, absently. 

She wore a dark blae cotton dress which 
flattered {n the rising wind, She was a slender, 
graceful creature, with the firm curves of a Nea- 
polftan. Her blue-black hair was braided com- 
psetly about her well-set head; ber great, dark 
eyes had a troubled look. 

“ Where are the boys?” Aselinguired. _ 

‘IT don’s know. Thank Heaven they're boys 
—so I needn't care.” 

Asel was silent. 

Sveve Vance was ugly and shiftless and unlucky. 
Everybody knew that, He abused his girl, and 
his two boys were two wild young cubs, unguided 
and neglected, It was a rough home, where 
Christie made few attempts to hold the reias, 
and where none of the inmates expected to be 
comfortable or happy. 

‘You needn't have it so hard—unless you 
choose,” he sald, shortly, ia the tone in which one 
says @ thing that has been eaid often before and 
{s repeated for form’s sake only. 

"Oh, I ike to have thiogs hard,” she sald, 9: 
if tocheck that direction of the talk. “ It’s good 
for me.” 

“I don’t believe s’s good.for anybody,” said 
Asel, t efally. 

"Er og’a hard for body—for all cf 

erythiog every 
us, any way,” she put fn quickly. * O.tof the 
world here, with the cruel sea on one side and the 
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dull sands on the other,' we can’t expsch that 
things s:0a]d be easy and pleasant.” 
ot Lee tee ee cee 
“J don’t!” She threw a resentiul glance at 
thesullen waters of the rising tide, [v's too sad 
and cold and dreadfal: I wish could get away 
from !t,” 

Asel was allent a moment. Then he asked: 

“What do you think they are trylog to do 
with the boat, Christie 1” 

She looked where he pointed. The yacht 
wae bearing towards them—right towards the 


rocks, ‘ 

“Ran her . she ans coolly, as if 
abelpless i pleasure-boat ont at the mercy 
of the water and the tb was of no account to 
her. Toon, turning she sald, with a elight 
appearance of effort, “I thought I'd tell you, 
Asel—I’ve got an offer.” 

The fisherman forgod the boat outalde the bar 
and {ts peril. 

“ Waat do you mean! What sorb of an offer }” 
he acked, his eyes growing cold aud threatening 
Mike the sen. “I know,” he went on, rapidly, 
“ there are fellows that want you—I know that, 
Christle—bub I didn’) know as there was one 
you'd encourage to make you an offer. I eup- 
pose,” he concluded, “I ought to be obliged to 
you for being so frank with me.” 

“I didn't mean that sort of an offer,” Christie 
said, contemptuously. ‘Au offer to share some- 
body’s poverty and drad Is no great thing to 
mestion, Seth Wallis’s wife wante me to help 
her this eummer in the hotel. She's poorly, and 
she wants me to help her. That's what I mean 
by an offer,” 

Toe sharp aoxlety lifted for a moment from 
Avel's face—lifted and then shat down again. 

On, don’s go there, Cirietie,” he begged. 

“Way not?” turning away her eyes. 

“Don’t, for my sake. Woy, you would be no 
more than a servant in the eyes of the fine, idle 
people who come there. And you would envy 
and try to copy thelr airs, Oh, 
Christie, do what you like, tread me as you like, 
but don’t go to the hotel.” 

“T should earn money, and———” 

She te eae yo pa 

‘“‘ And money would help you to get away from 
« ” he concluded, for her. “i 

ee,” 

“Is would be very little money. And what 
would you do away from here?” 

He dropped his pleading tone and resorted to 
the calm logic of a man’s view. 

“ Work of some ort,” sald Christie, doggedly. 

“You think that would be the best—the 
happiest course to pick out!" continued Axel ; 
*' to gtve ap old friends and old ways, to give up 
the love yon sre sure be—a sort of 
servant, you know, Christie, among people who 
would not think perhaps as we here think about 
you.” 


*'T want to try,” she sald, briefly. 

“Then if you're determined, Christie, it’s be- 
cause you don't care fer me as I do for youl it's 
because you're ready to give up the thought of 
a home and a life together. We might as 
well pat ft plain, Christie. Thav’s what you 
mean,’ 

He was nob a manof many words, Perhaps 
he had never pub the thoughts he turned over id 
his mind {nto so many words before. Bat it 
waa a serious question now. He roused himeelf 
to reason with her because he knew it was so 
serious. 

“I don’t want to give it up for ever,” she 
sald, suddenly, ‘I don’s mean that. But {c's so 
soon to shat off every chance. You don’s 
anderstand me, Ase]. I think of the great 
how the fishing-boats 


the came, and it 
about the world outeld 
city and go to a theatre a 
you know—that it would give 
think about all my life afterwardr.” 

He was silent, He bent his face down to ton- 
ceal ita convulsive workin; Toe windy dark 
was closing around them. surf was running 





higher than ft had an hour before. S»meone 
was hanging a lantern on the mast of the hover- 
ing yacht, CObristie had not unfolded her army. 
She stood there like a statue, her head drooped, 
her troubled eyes fixed on the sand, Saddenly 
Asel walked to her side. He put his strong arms 
gently about her; tenderly, with his brown 
» he laid her face against his breast ; with 
indescribable feeling he pressed his ilps to her 
dark halr. She did not resiet him. C.oser and 
closer he fastened her {fn hie arms; silent and 
passionate he strained her to his heart. They 
stood there wordless for a minute, another and 
another. Then he partly released her. 

“ My "—In a thick, stammering volce— 
‘ob, my dar no one cau take you away from 
me, You are mine, Obrietle, by every law of God. 
You love me—ssy that you love me, darling }” 

“ Yeu, I love you, Asel,” she faltered. 

“That ts enovgh. I will trust you, dear. You 
are like some wild thing that hates she thought 
of a cage. You shall fiy if you will ; 1 kaow 
that you will come back. 

"You will not mind, then, ff I go for the 
summer” eagerly, ‘‘ Mre, Wallis will pay mo 


we 


good wages, and the money will buy me a dress— 
ov . -dress, Ase,” with a hot blash which 
ar 


“ And we will be married in the autumn, Chrie- 
tle—shall we not, dear? And go to town fora 
week? You shall eee the fine sights if {> takes 
all my summer ae 

The re port of a revolver Interrupted the fisher- 
man’s words. Christie and he looked at each 
other, and then In the direction of the sounds 
towards the yacht. A moment, and another re- 
port was heard, A sudden understanding of the 
situation seemed to dawn upon Asel, 

“Toey are in distress. They are trylog to 
fice the minute-guns. I must go to them,” he 
sald, with a start. 

“Y will go too,” said Christie, “ You can’t 
get through the surf without someone to bale.” 

It was no time to waste words. An fnstant 
later they were borr} iog towards the Inlet where 
the fishing-boatlay ; a few more moments and 
the boat was lannched {fn the surf. Oaca out- 
elde, and half an hour of vigorous rowing brought 
them beside the yacht, 

“What's wrong?” Arel called ont lustily, 
throvgh the dark. 

A scared, foreign face looked over the side of 


Portuguese sailors were eagerly urging Asel to 
come on board. 

Chrletie followed him up the side to the deck, 
where the frightened crew of two gave them to 
understand that they wished to be piloted into 
the Inlet; that their captain lsy sick—dylug 
they thought—In the cabin; that they had 
started three days before on an honr's notice 
afternoon’s sall; that Captain Grote had 
unable from the first to manage his vessel, 
that ,» belong withont experience, had 
vainly endeavouring to get the Vymph into 


a hezardous undertaking to carry the 
through the breakers, bat In the state of 
peed ge. in was less difficuls than coming 
the weather was so threatening and 
eo inefficient that Asel revolved to un- 
dertake it as the least of besetting dangers. 
Christie, and see what you 
man,” he said, preparing 
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fm satin, Several 
pagne bottles stood empty on 

the cut-glaes decanters of 
and despoiled boxes of cholca, cigarr. 
nothing mysterious about Captain. 
disability, Caristle thought, accustomed 
to orgies of a lower grade in her own 


state room stood , and in 


it: 
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open 
the tumbled coverlet, 
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lay #® youog man of dweaty-four or five yeare, 
flashed with fever, bie dark eyes fixed deli: i sualy, 
his lips parched—alck, neglected, forlorn, 

Carlatte Vance had often before been face to 
face with Iiness and death; she did not there- 
fore stand appalled as the girls to whom Marmion 
Grote was accustomed would have stood under 
sictlar clroumstances, The captain of the 
Nymph was very i). Tant was evident. Asel 
would bring them into the fnle?, she had no 
doubt, where help might be obtaiued. Mean- 
time the would de what she could for the 
sufferers comfort, A short exploration discovered 
an ice-chest stored with ice, Cnristio broke 
some bits and put them to the young man’s lips. 
Nexo she sponged bia face and bands and Jaid a 
ranse of broken ice w hie nob head. His 
tossing gradually —_. He moaned fa b'y and 
lay guistly, 

Onristia, alttlog beal’a the berth, noted the 
slight white hands, the diamond shirt-siude, the 
handsome features of ber patient, while the 
Nymph quivered tn the roll of the breakers and 
her owner lay there anconsclous of her poril or 
his own. 

a se ss 6 a” 

A fortnight had elapsed. Thesumptuous mid- 
summer had come to thesea, ‘I’ne bare, black 
rocks were draped with gold-green fringes, the 
barrens and wastes bloomed with beach pecs and 
roses, Around the inlet the fishing boats came 
and went, the unpainted c ttages stood lonesome 
upon thesands, A mile away the hotel was open 
for guests—gentlemen, mostly—who fished with 
elaborate tackle off the rocks and ate of Mra. 
Wallls’s compounds of fish they didn’t catch. 

On an upper verandah, stretched, in an easy: 
chair, an embroidered afghan wrepped about 
bis limbs, Isy Marmion Grote, the colour comin 
back slowly to his cheeks, the vigour to his 
frame, It was mid-morning. His two Portu- 
guese, who had proved better nurses than 
sallors, had helped him out upon his porch, 
where he was waiting with a convalescent’s 
{mpatience for his biscait and goblet of cream. 
He heard the jiogle of the little tray presently, 
and the slender, familiar form of s gir! with dark 
hair and gracefa! ontiines appeared. 

Mc, Grote’s eyes brightened, and an expression 
of satisfaction stole over his face. 

"I thougnt you were never coming, Christie,” 

** To is just eleven.” 

“And pot for worlds would you come s 
moment before,” 

‘The doctor anid at eleven, Mr. Grote.’ 

“ My lancheon at eleven—yes. Bat con’b you 
ever come for a moment except by the doctor's 
ordera aod under compulsion, Christie | You don’t 
know bow lonesome I am.” 

** You will soon be able to go away from here 
back to your friendr.” 

*] suspect I have no friends left, Chrietle, | 
have treated them so badly.” 

“That fe strange.” 

"Perhaps if you knew me better you would 
not think io was strange.” 

Carisste Vance lifeed her large, dark grey eyes 
slowly to Marmion Grote’s face. 

© Jo is true,” she sald, that I do not know you 
very well,” 

** And yet if anybody In the world has a right 
to koow me well tt le you, Carlatie, for you saved 
my life.’ ’ 

" Hardly that, Mr, Grote,” 

“IT am sure that you did, You can’t imagine 
the horror of that Iast day on the Nymph, 1 
knew jast enough to know that everyuning was 
golog wrong. Those wretched lubbers were one 
minute whimpering around my bed and the nex) 
out of sound of my volce, I recollect ashing for 
water and Manuel telling me there was none, and 
then followed hours ef térturing thiret snd 
burning fever, till finally, Obs I rea)ked 
you. ‘T'nere you stood in your blue drees—-rhey 
painf Moedonnas and angels ip such dal! biue 
dreeses—cffering me the Ice. I though? at fret 
that I had died and wae in heaven. Then afver 
a minute I thonghd you were somsbody else— 
somebody wno would not have come to Me as 
you did if she had known I was dying,” ond Mr, 
Grote looked meditasively. 

* Thad is strange,” Chriatle sald again. 
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"Well, I don't know that it’s str _ She 
couldn't have come to me without f g her 
eelf-respegt aftor what I’ve done,” 

I hope you've not done anything you're 
aorry for,” Christie anid, after a pause. 

“T bave done everything,” sald Marmion 
Grote, fa a pavafonate volce, with half-shut 


eyés, 

Christie had set down ths tray. She stood 
there fn the morning light withr her delicate tints 
and dalaty curves. 

“ Perhaps ff you are sorry she will forgive you,” 
she eald, 

A look of scornfal amusement went over Mr. 
Grote's face. - 

* Caclly Rowalter never forgi he sald, 
*' Perhaps might, Christie, bad Miss Rossiter 
would not know how,” 

“Do you Itke Mies Rossiter f"' 

* I onght, I suppose, since I have seked her to 
marry ms." 

‘*Ah, to marry you |" 

“Bat I dodn‘s like her, Christle—not in that 
way, Cau you understand?” hs 

*'T don's know." 

‘Sse ts rich aud handsome, and I’ve wasted 
ao. rouch money thas they tell me I mast 
a rich wife, fo I have thought of £ 
Mise Rosalter, Ihavethoughtof{t. BatI don’t 
now,” 

You do nobt” 

** We had a guarrel about asupper-party, She 
wld I must not go, You see [t was not a nice 
party, according to Miss Rossiter’s Ideas, The 
gitls who went to ft were girls who dance and 
acd and sing for @ living. Miss Rossiter woald 
ot assoclate with them.” 

“Why not!” asked Obristla Vance. 

Well, eho has reasons—very poor reasons, I 
think. She sald I mast not aesoclate with them 
either, Bat you see I had promised to go to the 
supper, aad I wanted to go to ft. S» don’t you 
thick I did right to go, Christie?” 

* I can’t teil.” 

{You can’?! Mics Rossiter was able to decide 
ab ones FE went to the aupper, aud when I went 


t¢ oall on her afterwards she wouldn’t leb ms / and 


come fp.” 

ii Ob hed 

"Solhad nothing to do. Very disagreeable 
to have nothing todo. I went down on board 
the Vymph. Manuel, the cook, was there, and 
he had « friend visiting him. We thought among 
as we could manage her. I daresay we could bat 
for the deuced lancheon they eet out for me. It 
upaet me, after the supper of the night before— 
threw me Intoa fever. I think I should have 
died if you hiado’s come to me jarb as you did, 
Ghristle,” 

“Toes Miss Roaslter know you are here, and 
tha> you'rs beeu sick ” 

‘Not she. Nobody knows. My mother 
doegn’t know.” 

‘© Won's they worry?” 

© Slightly, 1 snspect.’’ 

“And Miss Rossiter will be soglad to have you 
back sate that she will forgive you, and you will 
forgive her,"’ 

*€ You are wrong, Obriatile,”’ 

"Thea what will happen {” 

"7 ehall never see Miss Rosalter again unless 
by accident.” 

For the third time Christie Vance repeated : 

"That is strange,” 

'I do not think so, tL think ft ls lacky, She 
wohld nob.make me happy—anor I her.’’, 

Christie Vanca, with her habitual Ustenlng 

race, her ‘profound eyes and subtle curves, 
idoked inqulringly at her patient. 

“You are wondering whether I know what 
will make me happy /" he asked, merrily, 

“No; I was thinking how atrange 1b was to 
be promised to a person for life, and then to 
oe doubting whet they would make you 

py. 
arrafon Grote rent a penctrating glance Into 
ay pe 

“Yes, a good many things ere strange, Your 
beauty and bearing, Ohristle, In thie out-of-the- 
wag place are one of the many puzzling problems 
I cpme across,” 


Christie, almply ; ‘‘ but Asel doubts if the people 
ia the world away from here would see anything 
pretty about me. 

“ Asel fs wrong. Who ls Asel? Ob, I koow 
—the bay por who brought the Vymph into 
the Inlet, Ishall give him ten pounds for the 
job. And that reminds me tha> I shall have to 
disclose my whereabouts econ. Will you go on 
poriy on yacht for me this me mma lr ga a 

. bring me some note-paper pens 
you will £nd there!” : 

“Tt you lke. Oaly—wouldn’t ib be best to 
send Grote t” 


, Gro 

a tthe should Ib be? aed ag re been 
rought up among bosts ea 

boat like the Nymph. runt you to gee 
with me in her the first day I am able.” 


a 


back.” 
* Why do you think so!” 
“1 strains the boat to carry her through the 


do,” 

“Bat should I ba like the girls Miss Rossiter 
SerWbek would you caret I don’t ' 

“ % would you care on’t approve o 
Miss Rossiter,” 

Mrs, Woallia called, and Carlstle wenb away. 
By ah Softy ly aarp. phage sts 

er, or to one, £0 
Match to his Betopelotanas Mrs. Wallis brought 
his tray at dinner-time and again at night, and, 
Ohbristie nob making an sppearance, he was 
obliged to rend Manuel to his desk in the cabin 
of the Nymph for writing materials. 

At the end of the third day, when his long- 
delayed letters were ab last posted and Christie 
still! kept out of eight, he icquired for her, 
_ learned to his surprive thas she had gone 

ome, 


“No one can take her place with me,” he 
sald, with the privileged petulance of an fn- 


"No, alr,” eald Mca, Wallis, “ and nobody can 
take her place with ber father and Acel.” 


You'd call it that, maybe,” 

" And she thinks everything of him” 

. “She ought, considering what he thinks of 
er.” 


“And he's jealons, no doubi, of the comers | you 


she gives a poor sick devil 

* He was willing to spare her to me while you 
were so bad, Mr. Grote—it_ took us both to take 
care of you. To be frank, sir, Christie's too 
pretty a girl to be waitin’ on a young fellow 
like you now you're so near well.” 

's Way, if she’s to love with this Acel she fan’t 
going to mind about ms, Mra, Wallis,” 

Mre, Wallis shook her head. 

“Sometimes I fear she fsn’t ag much set on 
Asel as she ought to be, She's giddy, alr, like 
other girle, and has great notions of going to the 
elty to work, and all that.” 

Marmion Grote lay still in the salt alr and 
pondered about this girl with her Madonna 
braids and dall blue gowns. She would make 
ms sensation in eociety with her beauty and 
dignity, What if he married her and carried her 
home ?. It would be a most romantic retaliation 
upon Miss Rossiter, And efter all what he 
wanted was to be loved profoundly rather than 
to ba profoundly in love. Christie: Vance’s 
boauty tickled his taste, and what conld be 
sweeter than the species of devotion wh'c she 
would naturally lavieh upon the man who took 
her into the gay world for which she longed ? 


* * s * * 
“No, Christie, I am nob willing.” 
It was Asel speaking. 


“I thought {0 was understood that I should 
stay with Mrs, Wallis thr the summer,” 





‘They call ms handsome abozt here,” sald 






4 Christle home—for a day. 


would have dreaded it and tried to evade it once, 
but he had reached the mood fn which the sur. 
geon makes the Incision or the criminal alguna his 
confession—-a mood which offsrs no alternative to 
his chofce. It was Mrs, Walils who had alarmed 


Avel. 

“ You had better coax Christie to go home,” ahe 
had sald, casually, standing beside the fisherman 
as be scraped the scales from a big fish—" not, 
you know, but what she’s usefal to me, but I 
think you'd best coax her home.” 

, Why?” the young man asked, not looking up 
oe work, : a 

, perhaps I’m too easy. soared, Avel, but J 
haven’t watched young folks a-goin’ on for forty 
years = oe & notion ying 2 a 
driving at, and it eppears.to.me-that. Mr, Grobe 
fs takin’ to Christle more’n Is. beat.” 

"How do you mean, Mrs, Wallis,” Ase] asked, 


abeadily. . 

tg Ob, hankerfo’ to have her about him, you 
know. Lookin’ and lookin’ after her and at her, 
Besides, he ought to be home. He's able, 
and Manuel me that ran away with- 
out leaving word with anybody the day they 
series. He won't go home so long as Caristie’s 
a 

Asel followed. Mrs, Wallle’s advice and coaxed 
expired he ved to assert his tee en 

attemp ag an 

prevent her return. 


“IT wasn’t looking forward to what ha; 
happened when I agreed to Iet.you go,” he eaid, 


tely. 

“What has happened! I don’t kuow what 
you mean,” returned Christie, sullenly. 

‘I mean that Osp’n Grote Is thinkin’ mors 
about yon than’s good, considering what he is 
and what you are,” was Asel’s impradent 
exp'anztlon. 

A soft bright light shot into Chrietie’s dark 
colour to her cheeks, A 


want the money I shall earv. I belong to myself 
yet, Asel, I am going back.” 
“ It isn’t the money and { isn’t the freedom 
you want,” he retorted. ‘What you want Is 
. Grote’s compliments, and more for aught I 
know, But you can’t hate them, Christie Vance. 
You have promised to be my wife and I'll protect 


promalsed to be your slave, Asel, Do 
you think I can’s take care of myself.” 

* Indeed I do, Christle. And, moreover, I 
believe Mr, Grote’s a dangerous man, Tals {sa 
queer story his men tell—that he madethem put 
off without going achene ce conding 9 momen 
What he runniog away from } what did 
sway but drink himself 

his life and bis yacht! 
0, Christie, while I have the right I'll protect 
you from sucha man. You can’t go back to the 


Asel’s blae eyes fished fire. He sbood with 
his strong brown hands clenched about his trawl. 
"You've no such right ss you claim, Aeel, 





Christie was in her still defiant mood. Avel 
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“Cap'n Grote no speak!” be sald, Inquir- 

lagly. 
‘ No. B cause I ehall be in command till you 
geb outelde,” returned Ace!l, “If the wind 
changes you may not go till to-morrow,” he 
added, as he strode slong. 

H: had really ao settled plan as yet—only a 
dail determiaation to rid himself of the man of 
whom he was jealone. His first impulea had 
been to forces Captain Grote aboard his yacht, 
to pilot her through the eurf, and so be rid of 
her forever, But he must proceed cantiously, 
Coptain Grote might resist, and Avel had 
resolved not to be clreumvented now. 

When Christie left Asal with his trawls she 
wont home, Her father and brobhere were both 
away. The house, more dirty and comfortlen: 
than ever, dlegusted her. She sat down In the 
dark, dall kitchen, making no attempt to Im- 
prove {ts slovenly condition. 

The first senee of triamph at the idea of Mr. 
Grove’s admiration had passed away, and she 
regretted having defied Asel, Poor Obristis, she 
was selfish and shallow after all, She rea’ 
dimly that Asel could care for her as she could 
not care for herself, She anderatood how dreary 
lite would be without the devotion she had so 
long accepted as matter of course, She specu- 
lated about Marmion Grote’s departure, and 
realised thet with Mr, Grote gons aad Assi 
offended and implacable she shoald have but a 
dull time. 

She watched Ase] pom the beach, and saw 
him speak to Manuel, Manuel veut her 
door on his way to the Nymph,  Chrtute 


had a vagee cunteaity $o know whet Agel had | 


She stepped to the doorstep, 
therefore, as the Portuguese went by. The 
smile had not faded from the dark face atlll, 

"Good-bye, Mies Crissy,’ said the man, 
* goin’ away with the tide to-night!” 

me. Mr. Grote golog! Is the Nymph 

R 

“ Course, Mies Crissy,” was the reply. 

Cariatle started. The man passed on, Soher 
brief dream was over. Another day and she 
would be shut again fn her prison, Not even 
Aadl’s devotion to soothe her impatient pride. 
She caught her hat from the nal! where she had 
hung {t, closed the door behind her, and started 
in the direction of the hotel. She burried for a 
malle.throngh the sand without any definite plan. 
Avy abe neared the hotel she Mr, 
Grote alone on the beach—for the first 
time. She along, nodding slightly as 


she. him. 
“Why, Ohristle! I thought you had for. 
saken me,” 


She paused witha smile. 

“You do not need me any mors, You are 
bay rey ott 

‘* Lam stronger than I th bIwas. Bat all 
nomen tion abate 7 7 
PR: you are ‘going. away to-night, Mr, 

“ Going away tc-aight ? . I did not kuow It,” 

“* Manuel senewtethinen:” ' 

Mr. Grote looked puzzled. . 

oe mean to give me the 
8 

“They are tired of the coast,” 

“ Yea, and Iiam not.» 1 think I should be, 
however, ff you stayed yr arene. Christie,” 

“Mr, Grote, you are likely to go soon, if nob 
ase thew 
8 ° 
Tae young man started with pleasare at this 

proposal 


Cutt ren ‘ : 
+. walt afew minutes behind 
rocks #" asked Mi, Grote, hurriedly) sad Obstathe 


‘Mr. Grote,” enfd Asel, promptly, as the two 
men met, “I have made bold to, come to you 
with some advice,” 

“IT am delighted to hear it, my good fellow |" 
** You are fully recovered now ; your crew are 
Impatient; your boat needs some repairs. The 
wind and tide are favourable— ‘ep me take you 
outeide to-night,” 

“Yon are not vary hospltably inclined, Avel. 
T fear ws A 9g not made ourselves acceptable on 

coast,” 

“TadmitI have some reasons of my own, alr, 
for desiring your departure.” 

“Tem bound to t your reszons. Lam 
under too many obligations to you to ignore 


‘The tide will serve about midnight, If you 
will be ready then J can take the Nymph safely 
across the bar.”’ 

Marmion Grote reflected briefly. He adored 
adventures, and here was one at his immediate 
Gisposal, A charming creature like Christie 
Vance did not filmg herself upon his protection 
every day. Ho had no idea that any barm ehould 
come to this fisherman's daughter through him, 
bat he would itke her company, and she would 
Uke his assistance, 


Tae joke he should play upon this handsome 
fisherman by carrying off the girl upom ‘whow 
account he was to be got rid of was one of the 
“too good” things which Fate had gronted 


him. 

Ms MS pig he “aald, after bis slight healte- 
ton,“ I will accept your advice. I will be on 
board by eleven,” 

Awl bowed gravely, and turned back along 
the beach toward the Iolet with an sxpresslon of 


mingled satisfaction and 
A few moments later Onletw came out of the 
shadow of the rock, 


"YT have ciphered out the problem, Christie,” 
sald Mr, Grote, gayly. ‘We will give your 
zealous friend the slip in the most approved 
manner. [I shall hire Tom Wallis to drive me 
over to the Inlet about eleven, His clothes will 
fit you, and while ‘Tom is snoring In bed you will 
be eltting beside me in the trap. Oa the plank 
I shall call to you to carry my valise on board, 
Asel and Manuel will be too busy to notice, and 
you have only to alip into the cabla and make 
yourself comfortable tfll I come.” 

“Ib fe sudden,” sald Carlatle, 
think—I have had no time.” 

She hung ber head. 

ate: Grote took hor cold hand and held !t 


"Christie, when you trust me in this way you 
rouse something better than I thonght wae In 
my composition, I respect you, my dear gir), I 
you. You will never have a sincerer 
I do not wonder that you want to 
excape from this life. There fs something in you 
too fine and brilliant to be sacrificed here. Let 
rain debt I owe you. Come with me 
to- . 


as ” ghe faltered. 
“Do you love him, Christle, well enough bo 
fald to him for all and all—to bound your life 


y bis?” 
She shook ber head faintly. Marmion Grote 
still retained her hand, Hs was looking Into her 


face with his handsome, persuasive eyer. He 


"JT dla not 


Pies come with me, Christie,’’ he said, ten- 
* * * — “ 


Asel meantime was working with good heart 
pogo bead Nymph ready for sea, He 
Vance ! belleved that at heart she was 


! 








The tide swelled and ebbed ; the wind blew 
falr ; the warm night wae wisthouta cloud. Agel 
atood, vigilant, at the sioop’s helm, carried her 
gallantly through the slambering breakers aud 
out Into the sliver sea, 

"*T wish you a good voyage, Mr, Grote,” he 
sald, as he prepared to descend. to his surf. boat 
to return to shore, 

Tae owner of the Nymph extended a bank- 
note, 

“Jast a slight recoguition of your services,'” 
re said, carelessly, “Good lack and good- 
ye. 

Asel put the note aside with slow dignity. 

“Tae only pay I want fs a promise, Mr. Grote, 
that you will never retarn to this blo of const, 
The world is wide, alr, Peoraise what! ask and 
we are quite.” 

“Y meant to ba liberal, my good fellow, bat 
your demand {g too exorbitant,” said Grote, 
lightly, 

Asel wav pale in the moonlight that flooded 
the deck. 

“Then you mean to retarn,” in a stifled 
volce, 

“Certainly; In a week, If I choose,” hangh- 


“Mr, Grote, do you know my reasons for what 
Task?” 

Acel’s voice shook slightly, 

‘SY snepect there fs a girl fo the case.” 

" Yes, sir, girl on whose account I wish ycu 
away, ond bat for whom you would never return 
—-s girl whom I am bound to protect If need be 
with my Iffe—a girl who can be nothing to you 
and is everything to me. Captaln Grote, I am 
not used to pleading, but I bessech you to grant 
what I ask.” 

Marmion Grote shook his head with o careless 
amile, 

“A pretty girl is an attraction to me aa to 
you,” he sald. 

**Then,” Asel’s volce was trembilng, " you 
admit that you bave further designs upon 
Caristle Vance—that you expect and mean bo ses 


ga 

“IT do,” said Grote, calm and Inaclent, 

“You are wrong,” sald Axel, vehemenily, 
clutching the tiller. “Your boat and your life 
are{n my power. Yield to my demand, or I will 
rut your vessel on the rocks.” 

‘*3> may cool your ardour,” sald Grote, con- 
temptuously, “to know that Christie Vance Is on 
board the vessel you are going to destroy.” 

Asel threw up both arms and staggered a step 
backward. 

** I do nob believe fb,” he sald, fiercely. 

* Coma with me to the cabin,” said the maeter 
of the yacht. 

Christie had discarded Tom Wallis’s suit and 
resumed ber blue cotton drew, The excitement 
of her situation had gradually subsided, and it 
was with vague alarm that she heard Mr. Grote’s 
atep descending the cabin stairs. The alarm 
appeared in a tumult of omotions as, standing 
with dilated eyes and fast-beating heart, 
she saw him step Into the cabla followed by 
Awl, 

Mr. Grote stepped saide with appreciation of 
the dramatic situation, a languid «mile and a 
gleam of satisfaction mingling fa bis expreselon. 

Avel’s slow glance went sronr< the brigh?, 
luxurious ittle place and rested apon his be 
trothed wife. 

** Christie,” be maid, brokenly, ‘ Christie!” 
with a pathos that might have moved a stone, 

bristle started to meet him. The cabin light 
shone over her. Never had Marmion Grote seen 
her so intensely beantifal. He stepped forward 
with a gesture, 

“We will have fair play,” he sald, ‘' Christle 
fe hare of her own free wil!. She shall decide 
between us,” 

‘*No—no—I can’t decide, I don’t mean to 
do wrong. You know, Acol, was never aatiefied. 
I always wanted to try, Mr, Grote offered to 
help me-—to get work for me ; that fs why I am 


“You will go then, Chrisile!” Asel snked, 





honreely. 
There were a few acconds of silence. Thea she 
aald firmly : 
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"You, Asel, I will go.” 

An exultant smile crossed Marmion Grote’s 
handsome face. As for Asel the knotted cords 
and beaded sweat stood out upon his forehead. 
Hils bands were clasped ; he fell down upon bis 


* Captain Grote, sir,I have done my duty by 
you like a man. Do yours by me, You need 
rete asap Let me stay till you get 


“*You may etay and welcome,” sald Gcote, 
** bat your place fs not in the cabin.” 
Ave! rose and went staggering up the staire. 


* * : * * 


Tt wae April fn a city atreet. The horse- 
chestnuts hung fn creamy - tassels, the birds 
twittered In a grassy square where a fountain 
was playing. 

Ib was near noon, and before the private en- 
trance of # small aristocratic hotel stood two 
carriages with close-drawn curtains. People 
glanced with Interest, for some é rumour 
or indescribable alr indicated that the carriages 
had some connection with a wedding 

Presently astir occurred, the coachman opened 
one of the doors, two ladies came out of the hotel 
ia fall toflets and took their places {a the waiting 
vehicle. A moment later and two men in dress 
sults also ran lightly down the steps, crossed the 
footway, and entered the second carriage. 

Jast ab the instant a tall, slender figure, 
dressed in new mourning, shrouded in a long 
erape vell, passed along the footway, faltered 
with a gesture before the man, who did not 
notice her, and passed on, 

The two carriages were driven but a couple of 
streets and stopped at the aide entrance of an 
elegant church. The ladies occupying the first 
entered the charch through an awning erected. 

“Io le the mother and,slater of the groom,” 
euld someone in » group Jot bystanders," Did 
you vee Madame Grote’s diamonds! The bride's 
are even fluer, they say.” 

The remafairg carriage with {te two occupants 





“wHATS WRONG!” ASEL CALLED OUT, LUSTILY, 


groom and his best 


walted quietly. It was the 
man, the bystanders sald; they waited the 


arrival of the bride. A couple of minutes and 
she was coming. As the horses of her carriage 
were relned in the groom and his attendan 
alighted to be ready to receive her. 

At this {Instant the slender girl shrouded 
black, who had previously crossed his path, 
hastened forward. A policeman was stationed 
at the entranceof the awning, but he failed to 
{ntercept her, She thrust her alight figure In 
the entrance. 

Tre bride paused with her satin boots upon 
the carpeted footway, and the fotruder threw 
back her vell and revealed » face so beautiful and 
so pitifal that a thrill of emotion went through 
the crowd of lookers-on, . 

" You eannot be socruel, Marmion Grote—you 
ehall not!” she said, ina low, deep voice, 

There was « elight shriek through the bride's 
point-lace veil, the faintest semblance of a scuffle 
under the awning that led to the church, 

The bystanders saw a tal), gaunt man, roughly 
dressed, emerge from some place of concealment, 
lift the swooning girl in her sombre garb and 
hurry away around the corner, to be forgotten 
fn the greater Interest of the wedding. 


a * = . * 


* Asel—oh, Asel—have you come back!” 
asked Christie, wondering and bowildered, com- 
Ing back to coneclousness. 

"TI have never been away. I have expected 
you would want me, and I have been near to be 
at hand,” sald Ase), coldly. 

** Bat I have no 1ight—to want you, Asel,” 

‘*T have watched you. I should bave gone If 
I bad ever thought you were unworthy of my 
service,” 


“All m3 while '—you have watched me all 


this while 
“* Yor, day and night,” 
“Poor Axel!” 
**7 am not poor, Chrisile. I have you safe.” 
" He loved me, He wanted to marry me, We 


* 


cd 





should have been married before, bub Miss 
Rossiter sent for him. He used to tell me he did 
not care for her, and then the other dayj—-——” 

‘I know all—more than you can tel! me, i 
had no business with their affairs except to keep 
you safe. I have kept you safe—God and I, We 
will go home soon, Christie.” 

‘' Back to the shore? It seems as if I should 
like to hear the sea. It does nob seem cruel as 
it used.” 

“Yes, back if yon choose to the sea, There 
fe oe nation I want to ask, do you love him 


“No,” with a faint shudder, 

‘* Christie, there ls another questlon—cin you 
love me?” 

* Will you let me, Asel ?” 

Marmion Grote never went back to trouble 
that lonely coast where the surf-boats lie in the 
silver inlet and the selnes are spread over the 
long grasa. 

Avel ls known the country round for his skill 
fn fishing, and for his beautiful wife. Some 
times the gentlemen come down from the hote! 
to peep at the purple-haired Madonna of the 
fishing but; but Asel is never jealous of their 
admiring looks. 

Christle is entiefied with him and with the 
eea. Her large, beautiful eyes are filled with 
deep content, and he knows he has no cause for 
dlequiet. 


[THE END } 
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CHAPTER V. 
A DISAPPOINTING MEBTING. 


“Brass me!" cried Mr. Thorndyke, a few 
mornings after, as he sat at the breakfest table 
with an letter in his hand. “ Why, Cecil 
Egerton is in England, and is coming to look us 
up! He saye he will be here to-day, knowing 
that he will always fiad a welcome in the house 
of his old friend. My dear, you must order a 
room te be forhim. Of course, we shall 
be glad to see him, and I am sorry he has been so 
il. Scamp, here's a chance for you to show your 
powers of nursing. You will like a visit from 
the Major, will you not?” 

Adela did her best toJook unconscious ; but a 
Stange: tae ombe ias i.” sb 

‘Iam sorry Major Egerton has been {ll,” she 
sald, gently. ‘' Does he tell yon’at what time he 
will arrive?” 


"No; I wish he did, for your mother and I are 
glug into the town shopping after lunch, and we 
should like to be at home to greet Ovell, You 
may be taking him up into the tree again—who 


The girl shook her bright head. 

“Have no fear,” she returned, with a smile, 
“TL have not-been there since that day,” 

“I remember ; i) was a sudden conversion! 
Bat I never understood why you gave it up allat 
once.” 

te ce Ss mo eda ctor ar oi 

; but s) 
nae ae — may dear ; but you don’s always 
“Don't 1?” she returned, thoughtfally. 
‘No, or you would now be engaged to Car- 


rh 

“IT am weary of the man’s name,” she cried, 
a “ Papa, why did you want me to be 
pe po I rather stay at home with you 





TURNING ROUND, EGERTON SAW A TALL, HANDSOME YOUNG FELLOW ENTER THE GARDEN, 


** That {s all very well, Adela; so long as we are 
spared to you; but if we had gone over to the 
great msjority, what would you do then t” 

"TI should wish to dis, too,” she answered, tears 
starting to her soft eyes, 

* But we cannot always do what we wish ; 
and when Carruthers told me he wanted you 
pathos wife, a weight seemed lifted from my 

“Dad, I am sorry to disappoint you; but ft 
can never be,” she said, earnestly, and, rleing, she 
went to his side and kissed him. 

“Well, well, when the time comes, choose 
wisely, my child—a mao who is able to support 
you. Iv is a sorry thing for a woman to have 
perpetually to solve the question of how ends are 
to be made to meet, and requires a deep and un- 
usual love to bear the strain without becoming 
weakened by !t.”” 

“If love deserves the name, father, trouble 
must draw those who share {t closer.” 

Mca igl e ; bub ft fa not the usual 
ree’ ',”” 

“It would be a happier world if it were,” said 
Mrs. Thorndyke. “Taere is nothing sadder 
than for two human belogs to wreck their lives 
by the fatal mistake of marrying without deep 


** And yeb you would have me accept Lord Car- . 


ruthers!” replied her daughter, hotly. 

For a moment the Rector’s wife was allenced 
—the felt she had played a wrong card ; the next 
she answered gently,— 

Big goe in ng an vocngghengy 7 rg epee 
your happiness, my darling ; 
troubles could reach you as his wife.” 

"Not ‘so, mother ; the greatest of all sorrows 
would be mine, to be dally and hourly with him, 
maddened by the knowledge that.J was bound to 
a man 1 could not love. I should soon hate 
him!” replied Adela, with brightly flashing eyes. 

“ Hash | my dear, do not say such things, I 
hope you could hate vo one,” 
wee I nob? Mother, I could be a good 

ter,’ 














"*I do not Ike to hear you say s0,"” said Mrz. 
Thorndyke, sadly. 

* Poor old mother! I am not like you ; you 
have a far gentler nature than mine. Lam sorry 
te horrify you ; but you cannot quite realise how 
keenly I feel things,” and Adela kissed her affec- 
tionately, and left the room. 

“She is quite right,” said the Rector, after a 
pause, “Scamp is swrong for good or evil. May 
Heaven grant that the strength of her nature may 
be turned into a right channel ! She will love with 
all her heart and soul, and thet very love will 
wreck her if mismanaged,” and he sighed deeply. 

**T cannot think her strong for evil, Edward,” 
sald Mrs, Thorndyke, warmly. ‘‘ Adela has a 
most generous nature; she has never harboured 
@ mean thought, or done a shabby action, and 
she has a strong sense of religion, although she 
fs nob fond of talking of ft.” 

** She has a grand character, Mary,” returned 
Mr. Thorndyke, “in which there is room for 
large faulte, but no petty ones. Bolieve me, she 
is jas the woman to xu ffer keenly.” 

“Poor Dela!” sighed Mrs. Taorndyke. ‘I 
hope her life will bea happy one.” 

** Amen |’ responded her husband, and silence 
fell between them. 

At luach the Rector talked of little else bub 
the anticipated arrival of his friend M»j or Kzer- 
ton, and Adela listened, but took small part fo 
the conversation, A sudden coyness and reserve 
seemed to have come over her. 

** Papa,” she sald," you will be back to recelve 
him, will you pot?” 

** Yes, undoubtedly, if I can,” he had replied. 
“* Your mother says he did not arrive till nearly 
alx last time, and we will call at the station to 
meet the down-traip from London at half-pas? 
five, and bring him home with us io triumph. 
Will that dot” 

“ Very nicely, indeed !” she returned, with a 


* You don’t think he will come earlier }" 
“TI can’p see why he should he never hae 


* nal + 
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dons so before, and he would have to leave town 
very early to sava the previous tralu. If he 
should arrive, however, you will be bere to 
receive him |” 

“I don’t know,” aba responded shyly. “I 
might not be In, elther.” 

" You had better not go out, Dsla,” sald her 
mother. ‘‘ You and Major Egerton ased to be 
great frlends—surely you will be pleaved to ree 
him §” 

She flashed hotly. 

‘*Ipiaso long ago!” she replied, “ He may 
ke changed since then, or may think ma #0,” 

“ Ezerton fs cot the man to change; all the 
yeare I have known him he has been the same,” 
asserted Mc, Thorndyke, stoutly. 

‘'Toat le a character worth having,” sald 
Adela, and then she turned to her mother. 

© When do fou start, dear ?” 

*' At once, I must put on my bonnet. Peggy 
was ordered before lunch; dinner punctaally 
atseven. Adels, look after the cook a lidtle, 
will you, my child!” 

‘* Shall I prepare the pastry for you, mother! 
You always say {t is nicer when I do.” 

** Yea, you make ft so light ; do it, there’s 8 

t } ”» 

' That I will, with pleasure.” 

“Osan I get anything for you In the town, 
Adela!” asked Mr. Thorndyke, rising from the 
table, and wafting In the doorway to put the 
query. 

"No thank you, papa. I hava everything {no 
the world that I want!” 

“Whati everything!” he replied somewhat 
qnizzically ; bun Adela pretended not to hear, 
for she was speaking to her mother ; but the clear 
skin showed a passlug flash. 

Ao hour later she was in the kitchen, wrapped 
io a large holland aprop, embroidered In fern 
leaves, with her sleeves well turned back, her 
rounded arms whiter than even nature had made 
them, powdered with flour, keeping her promlze 
to her mother of makiog the pastry, while the 
cook had betaken herself to the scullery to attend 
to other matters. 

Adela, muchas she longed to eee Cecll Egerton 
agalo, shrank shyly from meeting him, espectally 
in the abasnce of her parents, 

She had thought of psying Marsden Ball.» 
visit, on purpose to be out of the way when 


arrived ; but her mother’s wishes had prevented |. 


her doing so. She felt that her own tovitation 
had brought him down. 

He had songht {t, t0 be sure, bat she would 
have preferred that he had come without. ques- 
tlou; and a strange mingling of feslings josvled 
each other in her mind. Shs had admitted 
* that she had not forgotten ;"’ was not that as 
good as asking him to come forward 

The colour leapt to her face aa the thought 
came to her, and caused a sudden mental r 
Nou—her very finger-tips tingled with pride-bora 
shame, 

*'No man should gain her unsought,” she told 
hereelf, and there was a bright defiant look In 
the biue eyes, auch as they had often worn in 
childhood, but which had net been seen so fre- 
quently of Inte, 

There was a alight sound In the doorway, and 
ome looked up to meet the loving gezs of Oectl 

zerton, 

For one moment she turned pale with aup- 
pressed emotion—the next she was holding up 
two flour-covered hands, 

"Wretch!’’ she laughed, “how dare yon 
come here! I'll call cook to pin a dish-closh to 
gour cos, ae a punishment for invading ber 
dominions, Where have you sprung from! We 
did not exoect you hers tli) six o'clock, Paps is 
golog to meet you at the station, with Peggy aad 
the trap. 

"Have I come too soon, Adelat” be asked, 
wish a slight fatomation of reproach fn his 
volee, 

“Why ! don’t you see yon have! I’m making 
tarts 1” 

“ Cannot I help you !” 

“Yon! I cannot 1 me Major Egerton up 
to his elbows {a flour at all!” and she broke into 
& merry laugh. 





* Lat me try,” he sald softly, coming close to 
her aide, j 

“No, no, avauot! Whoever heard of a soldier 
in the kitchen ¢”’ 

“A good many people, If they liva in 5 garrison 
town ; itis difficalt to fiad one where there fs 
not a soldier,” 

‘* Are they Indeed so iavincible!” 

* Are you not going to shake hands, Ade'a}” 

" Certafaly not, in my present capacity ; there's 
time enough for that,” 

A look of disappointment settled upon his 
eyes, 

“I'll dip mine in the flour too, then we shall 
not be able to laugh at each other,” and he moved 
towards the jar; but she enatched it up with 
sudden perversity, 

“No, no, you would epoll ft; and vow, tell me 
how did you know where to fiad ms!” 

"T walked from the station, saw your parlour- 
mald in the hall, and leafnt from her where you 
were, She was with you when last I was at 
Winsthorpe, and knew [ was to be trusted.” 

"Then she fs better acquainted with you than 
Iam, Major Egerton.” : 

Her words pained him, and he wasallent. © Hs 
had expected a difterent weloome ; aud yet Adela’s 
heart was fall of love for him, fall enough sven 
te satisfy his craving for iv, had he been able to 
gez3 into Ite hidden depths ! 

“'Sappoee you go into the -Foom, snd 
sek Sarah to give you some lunch?’ she 
suggested, 

‘' No, thanks ; I don’t want any,” he answered, 
with a shade of annoyance, 

** Have you had it?” 

* Otten,” he replied. 

** But to-day ¢” 

‘No 3 nob to-day.” 

She walked to the door and called to the 
parlour: maid, and gave some orders, and after 
awhile the woman appeared end sald all was 


y- 
‘By that time the cooking arrangements were 
om and Adela shook her Gogers clear of the 
our, 
“Now,” she sald, imperlously, ‘come and 
have something to eat.” 
* Are you 
" You see I am.” 
* Very well,” and he followed ber meekly. 


a captore of her white hand, 

* Adela,” he sald, simply, “I received your 
letter. It made me very glad!” 

* Did ib” she answered, with crimson cheek. 
“* Will you take chicken or beef } ” 


“ Oh ! glass of wine and a biscult, picase.” 

She pushed.a chalr out from the table, poured 
the sherry from the decanter, and placed a allver 
blecuit-box before him. 

"I wish I conld persuade you to take a proper 
meni,” she sald; ‘‘and now, Major, you will 
excuse me while I go upstairs and. take off my 
apron, I know. When you have finished you 
will like a cigar in the tent, and I will join you 
by-atid-by,”” 

Saying which, Adela Thorndyke left the 


room, 

Cecli Egerton looked after her, 

“Scamp ! Scamp!” he murmured, “and you 
sald you had not forgotten, Would that I 
could forget, if this is my reception!" and he 
reated his head wearily upon his hand. 

» Then he raleed himself, and sipped his wine. - 

“ She Is more beautiful, more bewitching than 
ever. I cannot give her up!” ; 

The entrance-gate swang upon its hinges, and 
he looked ont In time to see a tall and handsome 
ST he were quite at 

@, 


He gave a. very peculiar whistle, and to 
Eigerton’s surpriee {t was answered from the 
window of the room-overhead, and Adela’s voice 
came to him distinctly, 

a &2 into the drawing-room; Wil be there 





| "The other gave hee a bright look, and obeyed, 


: 


# 


and Cecll sat atill, a great pain cree t 
= ) & great p plog aber 


8 

“Why did I come here!” he asked himself, 
passionately, ‘‘ Why did she tell me she had 
not forgotten, !f remembering means this?” and 
he waved his hand impatiently in the direction 
of jg sapere gar ; 

e listened to every sound, jeal » Ootopue. 
like, throwing its cruel feelers about his. heart's 
peace, and holding it bound, 

He heard her light footeteps ran down the 
statre, and the door close spon her, and let his 
mind pieture the meeting in the adjololog 


apartment, 

© Have you anything for me to-day, Adela!” 
sald the tall youth,’ with an eager look. 

‘Will you be very grateful if I say yes?” she 


“Have I ever been otherwise to you!” ho 
replied, toping with the havging ribbon on her 
sieeve. “ You bave been my friend for s0 long 
that I don’t think I could do without you if the 
trial of separation came,” 

“ Well, you will have te this afternoon, for I 
have a visitor,” 


She nodded her bright head. 
“Tele Carruthera?” he fogulred, ‘' Adele, 
that man loves you dearly.” 
Carrathers, nonsense! Why should 
he be here?” she answered, sharply. 
“To see you, of course, and he might do 


* Woll, {t ia. mos his lordship, but an old friend 
of papa’s, and I: must go to him.” 

“Old! How old!” he sald, with interest, 

" Old, as old as the bills |” 
“tg dareony ; but. there are mole-hilis and 
mountains, you know. Which is he?” 

“The happy medium, of courses; and now 
here {s your share of the spoll,” and she drew 
from her pocket a small packet. 

“You are good to me, Adels,” he said, 
clutching {1s eagerly. “When may I briog my 
answer?" 

She pondered a moment. 

“To-morrow evening {t will be safe, I think. 
Suppose you come here at eight o'clock; I wil! 


| leave the dining-table, ‘They will be over thelr 


wine then, and I will meet you fn the tent for a 
minute; bat yon must nob stay—it would never 
do for my parents to suspect,” 

* Of course {t would uot at the present time. 
What a hornet’s nést we should rafee if the truth 
we Wolly re log thet, my dear boy, you had 

p reaileing wy » you 
better go at once, 
tclooda ; Tseacenly bed a thought I ald not bog 

; a not. 
to you in the dear old days. I wish they had 
never passed. We were ao jolly together then ; 
no restrictions, no 
ecrapes, lostead of keeplag them ous of them, a: 
they are intended to do.” : 

“There is no focentive like opposition, cer- 
tainly,” she replied, witha smile; “ but, after 
all, I don’t think you have » very bad sort o' 
life.” ’ 

'' No, thanks to you." 

" Well, you really must go now, or I shall be 
— to dizcontinue my countenance.” 

©“ Discontinue {t, Adela! | You don’t mean 
that—I could not get on without your help st 


all, - Look here, little woman, mo oue can ever 
bs such friends as we have been; me 
that nothing shall ever make a split us 


—no one could do 20 on my pard,” and he leant 
we eee 
eg sort of girl to be dictated to!” shs 


ae’ 
; Lom be air teeghocahenryninpanareratam 
6,” leughed 
es should I!” and .ahe joined in) his 
ter, ‘ 
. I think he wonld have a bad time of ft, No! 
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* Of course lam!” she ssid gently, touchic 
the packet, ‘ Aud now do go.” 

Very reluctantly be bade her adieu, and she 
stood by the w to watch him depart, 
then passed Into the dining-room. Cecil was 
epperentiy busy with the newspaper, and did 
nod Up. 

“Are you ready for your cigar ?’’ she asked, 

oa by and digg PPS. 
not to s on % 

Togo bee for some time, but he never raleed 
bis eyes. 

‘Atver a while she took ap her work-basket, 
wordlessly left the room by the French. window, 
and entered the tent. 

The mestizg between Cecil Egerton and Adela 
Thorndgha had not been at all what they bad 
pictared it, 


erent 


CHAPTER VI. 
IN THE GLOAMING, 
Waen the Rector and bis wife drove in through 
the garden, Adela ran to meet them. 
“Has Egerton arrived!” asked the former; 
‘the was not at the station,” 
"' He fs In the dining-room,” she replied ; "ab 


pr ag a aga Rar Sag wl angheer, 
who was almlessly ves from a 
t for a of her offer. 


grievously 

it been my health only, it would have bean better 
for me to have gone to the hills.” 
« Deeldedly cheaper, and that for 
. t) q ti a man 
Mp ee ee tos 

" How a 

he {s alive still. It seems ng oe ye 
live so long, and keep you out of so good a: pro- 


“What! did I not I 
thought I had written you my ' wall’ !” 


me. What fs the matter 
The Recast esi d gazed at him 
t 
with blank alte we agate 
My uncle has married.” 
“arte gmne cd ty wl, hg han 
“Yeal a wife, 
4 little boy, wre 
“Don’t, don’t!” cried the Rector; “ this fs 
cig ae Why, Lord Lynestons must be 
“Nob quite ao old as that, but be Js seventy- 
seven, and I certainly never expected him to 
marry after ‘his long life of bachelorhood and 


“And you are teduced to 
an w your pay, minus 
T have only my pay, and no expectations,” 
4 poor prospect in these fast-golog expensive 


ome 
7 
_ 


days 
“IT bave managed s0 far, conolade I shall 
be able to usatlne 6s the and” : 


“It shuts out all possitillty of marriage,” 
canttzeed: the: Roster, “which {s hard on o 

‘You think 201” returned the other. 

‘Do not you!” 

"T have mot looked ot {b in that ght. ‘There 





| your cold and 





are happy poor couples as well as rich ones, I 
suppose ; but perhaps you are right.” 

‘Iam surelam. I would never ask a girl to 
uy Se Seek for my eake, It would be a 
hard life} don’t you think so, Adela?” 

“I caunot sgree with you, paps,” she gald, 
decidedly. ‘If a girl’ love were worth baving 
ahe would doubly cling to a man If he were in 
trouble, and be but too glad to share his life— 
in the lack of other happtoess the more ready to 
make it for him herseif.” 

Cecil Egerton’s heart gave a great bound as 


and | he looked at the animated face, sweet with 


gentle emotion, the earnest eyes, the quiveriog 
nostrile, and trembling Mps, Ob! ff he might 
transplant her into hie bare Ife! He was a 
favourite {o hie regiment, but there was a depth 
fa the man’s nature which could not be touched 
by external pleasures ; a longiog in his mind for 
& soul to ect his own, a heart which should 
beat only for him, a life utterly intermingled 
with his ; a want, a need, which could only be 
satisfied by one—the woman of his love. 

For one brief moment the eyes of these two 
met, the next he was walking along by the 
Rector’s side, but it had relieved two hearta of « 
dead weigh’, 

Adela knew that he loved her, and onca more 
hope revived in his breast. 

She was thinking no longer that her words 
had brought him to her side; she was grieving 
for hie disappointment, and longing to make up 
to bi for ft, 

Mrs. Toorndyke went Indoors to take off her 
bonnet; eomeone came to speak to the Rector, 
and Cecil and Adela found themselves alone, 
onder the old walnut tree. 

“Do you remember our afternoon up there?” 
he , softly. . 

"'T do not forget easily,” she repiled. 
“Nor I, Scamp! Do you recollect how you 
[mer ya then always to be my friend?” he con- 


* More; Lrenew the compact,” she answered, 
with an eloquent upward glance, ‘’ Mojor Eger- 
ton, I am so a have been ill—so sorry 
you have met with dieappointment. It wae incon- 
siderate of your uncle, very.” 

‘Ido not know that; ifI could bub belfeve 
that he and Lady really care for each 


Lynestone 
ad | other, I should not grudge elther of them thelr 


happiness, My motto fe—' Love before all else!’ 
Adels, is yours the same }” 
She down nervous 


y wu 
ground, and traced a pattern with 
shoe. 


pon the 
her dainty 
cannot sometimes understand 
change my mood, and maks me 
——— Did I seem glad tonee you to- 
"No, Adela, you did not. You pained me by 
Sereshtenieiiien weecliion 
vw sorry,” she said, humbly, “for I was 
A great light beamed in the man’s face, 


“Do you love meso dearly!” she asked, with 


** Bo dearly!” he echoed, Ten times more 
dearly than my words can paint, or your mind 


pure, darling. By day your dear Image hae 
Biiea my thoughts, all my hopes and aspirations 





My Payilis!” he cried, ‘' did I not tell you, 
you would always be someone's love and 
torment t” 

Yes, something like that,” sha answered, 
with a happy smilie, “And nowam I to torment 
you, Oecll?” 

** Will you, sweet ove?” he asked, carnestly. 
* Have you really walted for me!” 

“I bave not walted for anyones eles, cer- 
tainly; I felbh that you would come back, 
Cecli.” 

‘* Dearest of girls, what a brate I have been 
to you. I must have wasted two hours away 
from you, and only because I mistrusted you. 
Adels, can you forgive me!” 

“Yee, 4 you will trust me always {pn the 
future. Ia this case I was as much, or more, 
to blame than you were; but, Cecil, there fs 
one thing I must exact from the man I love— 
perfect truet! If that were wantivg he conld 
be nothing to me; want of falth I could never 
forgive.’ 

“ Adela,” he sald, in a low voles, "for the 
love of Heaven never let anything coms between 
ws—ycu are my very life)" 

“Heaven grant that nothing ever may ; but 
we have both euch strong wille, Cecil! Of one 
thicg, however, be aesured--I love you, love 
you with all my heart!” and her hand crept 
{nto his, 

There was no one there to see them, and 
the leafy boughs of the walout tree sheltered 
them from notice, and closed them In. 

He drew her to him nearer and nearer, his 
eyes Gxed upon hers fu a transport of ecstatic 
feeling. Hig arms found their way about her 
slender, sy!ph-like walst, and she felt her very 
being merge into his, with a strange, desp, 
delicious meaning. 

She nelther moved nor spoke, bub just 
ylelded herself to his enibrace, anutterably 
happy: : 

From that moment she knew she was bia very 
own, that the shadow of no other could ever 
enter her heart, that she was Cecil Egerton’r, 
and his only. 

He lifted the loving face to his, and kissed 
her wpon cheek, and brow, ead lips, his own 
Mngering unchidden ia suppressed, passionate 
biles too deep for words. 

And she quivered fo his arms like a {rightened 
bird—yet had no fear, bub a deep, tremulous 
joy ; if fear she felt, it wae at the greatness of 
ber own happiness, 

The firat dinner-bell broke In roughly epon 
thelr love-dream. 

*'Tb was too bright to last,” he sald, whb a 
eligh, as he relessed her from bis arms; “ bat, 
Scamp, my darling, you have promised to be 
my wife!” 

" Yes, Cecll, I have prozised.” 

"Sweetheart, when shall I tell your father!” 

She started. 

“Not yet, He will oppose our wishes, You 
heard yourself what he said about marriage,”’ 
she replied, with agitation, “Leb as be happy 
while we can, You must tell him before you 
leave, I suppose ?”’ 

“Certainly, dear one; it would be wrong 
not todoso. I should rather tell him of my 
happiness to-night.” 

“No,” she sald, sadly; “lep na have a few 
daya in peace.” 

“Adela,” he anawered, earnestly, “ your 
father loves you too well to cross your wishes, 
and bee teo much regard for me to bilght my 
life,’ 

“My father is as good as gold!” she went 
on, excitedly ; “‘ but he ie strong in his opinions 
as to what would be for my happiness, and what 
would not ; and your avowal of your poveriy is 
still fresh in hia mind,” 

“Adela, you will not give me up, eve 
should your father say ‘nay’ 1” 

“No; io that case I should merely watt 
until I am of age, My opinions are as strong 
as moy father's,” she answered, with a glorious 


“My ‘brave, noble-bearted darling!” be 
cried, looking at her with tender sdmiration, 
And the second dioner. bell rang out 
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“Do you hear!” she ssked, with a glance 
of comfc dismay. 

"Todeed I do, and I mueb put om a black 
coat.” 

“Papa will prefer your appesring in your 
grey one to belog kept waiting ; nothing offends 
him like want of punctuality,” 

"I'm really ashamed,” 

"So am I, Ihave my morning dress on spill ; 
but never mind, if we don’t tell upon ourselves, 
pechsps no one will find it ont,” 

" T really mast apologise.” 

* Remember, qui s’excuse, s'accuse,” sho laughed, 
aa they harried along side by side, 

‘Adela! Egerton!” resonnded from the 
stenborian lungs of the Rector. 

“ We are coming,” replied his daughter, who 
entered the dining-room with a beaming 


face, 

“* So fs Christmas, my dear ; ft ls five mioutes 
past seven.” 

He was standing with his watch in his hand in 
a perfect fidget, 

"Wall you exouse my coat?” asked Egerton, 
oo afraid we are rather late.” 

**T ll excuse anything if you will only come at 
ones, the figh will be completely +p.ilt. Like 
Wellington, I tke more than punctuality ; you 
know the story of him, of course} ’ 

"No, Iam not sure that I do;” replied the 
Major, anxious to let him talk. 

**Taank Heaven!" sald the Rector, earnestly, 
anddenly remembsring his grace, which, fo hie 
excitement, he had well nigh forgotten, good 
man though he was. 

Iv came In so strangely that Adela had diffi- 
culty to keeping her countenance. Every one 
seemed In good eptrits, the nor-puncbualisy raffie 
soon wore off the Roctor’s mental feathers, and 
he was pleased to see his friend, to ta'k of old 
times, to hear about the regiment vo which he 
had oncs belonged, and to learn of his old com- 
rades, many y whose ———s changed with 
the wheel of time, as a tu kaleidoscope, 
making various strange devices. 

Some were married, some dead, some gone 
aloug the road of ruin too far to be recalled, some 
silll apon the brink, a few had climbed the cliff 
of life manfully, and were ab the top of the pro- 

‘Vasstonal tree, a few more had prospered io other 
pat 

Mrs. Thorndyke aud her daughter retired 
early, and left the two men to evjoy their con- 
ver sation, and their wine. 

To was not wonderfal therefore that, the past 
revistted In thought, the Rector should open his 
mind to his friend, and tell him about his 
daughter's unlooked for rejection of ¢o eligible a 
match as Lord Carruthers, and his own deep 
desire for’his acceptance, 

" Goodness knows what the girl wante,” he 
sald, frritably. ‘ Carruthers ie as nice, and as 
handsome a young fellow as you could meet with, 
besides all the worldly advanteges which he has 
at his back.” 

P “Is be tall and faic?” asked Ceol), thought- 
ally. 

* Yea! you don’t kaow him, do you!” 

"I fancy I have seen him,” he answered, sadly, 
with the remembrance spriuglog Into his mind of 
Adela’e visitor of the afternoon, whom he had in 
his happiness forgotten, then he continued, “ Are 
you sure Mies Tacrndyke dves not really care 
for him Sometimes people have some slight 
uff, which spolls thelr whole liver, the mischief 
even going eo far ae the heart being canght at 
the rebound, Tere can be but little prospect of 
happiness in euch a case,” 

"Sie says she does not,” replied the Rector, 
‘bao even the most truthfal girls will tell 
tarradiddies about thelr love affairs. I still live 
ia hope of eecing them united some day.” 

Cecli Egerton elghed ; his- pleasure in the con- 
versation was over. 

A bright, handsome 
between him and hie peace. 

It was doubtless Lord Oarrnthers whom he 
had seen, and he was of course still trying to 
galo her, and, moreover, they appeared to bo on 
the best of terms, 

Shonld he ask Adela to explain the young 


face obtruded itself 


so 





x 


—_—e or would she considkr that mis- 
truet 

Major Egerton was of a jealous natare, and 
jealous people seldom use sound jadgment fu 
re flection, 

Tave ft was that he simply tortured himself 
— Adela’s visitor, and let his suspicion 
rankle. 

Aad the girl, all anknowing, joined him in the 
garden In tne gloaming, where the scent of the 
old world fi»wers wae all about and around them, 
filllug the sweet nighd alr, 

Her father bore them company for awhile, 
butewopn went In to alt with his wife, and the 
two paced the lawn side by side with the veil of 
silence between them. 

Adela felt too happy to talk, In the man’s 
mind was a drop of bitterness, which kept him 
tongue-tied. 

But the quletude became o ve aftera 
time, aud the girl touched her lover's arm, with 
@ smile upon her red lips. 

“ Coell, have you taken the vow of allence !” 

He started. 

“No; I was thinking, Adela.” 

“Of met” 

Yes, of you, and of other things.” 

**I object to the other things,” she said, 


playfully. 

“So do I, my darling!” he answered, with 
more gravity than the occaslon warranted. 

* Aiela, I would leave you if I knew !t to be 
for your bepyiness ; but——” 

“*Tnat is what I call considerate,” she iater- 


rapted, merrily, 

“Bat,” he continued, “I could never be 
satisfied with half a heart.” 

"I don’t suppose you are singular In that 
sentiment,” she Jaughed. ‘ Even the ingenuous 
young man inthesong of ‘ K(tty Tyrrell,’ alvhough 
he sagely remarked that one heart was enough 
for a body, distinctly asks for one—. whole one 
eh iae sacpeonienall that ay love 

a, are you sure that my will 
make you happy?” he said, earnestly, 

‘ No one can be quite sure about anything. 
You can make certain of two things only-— axes 
and death,” 

“Scamp, you pain me!” : 

She turned to him with the brightness eud- 
denly dylog out of her speaking face. 

“Oecll, what le the matter?” she asked, 
“Sarely you have nob been epsaking to papa 
about me!” 

“On the contrary ; he bas been telling me of 
the love of another for you.” 

“ Then it was very wrong of him,” exclaimed 
4 , No one has a right to men- 


thing. 

‘And do you mind my hearing, Adela }” 

** Yee; Ido.” 

“Ta that trusting me?” 

“Tt has nothing to do with yon at all, Cecil,” 

"Nothing to do with me, and yet you have 
promised to be my wife!” 

*'My dear boy, what fs the matter with you? 
Ose would think I had accepted Lord Carru- 
thers and you too!” 
ie Adela, are you sure you care nothing for 

m ?” 

"* Caoll 2?" 

* My darling, ab any sacrifice of self I would 
make you happy.” 

“You seem very williog to me,” she 
exclaimed, in « tone of pique. “It would be 
pleasanter to me to hear that you would ‘hold 
me against the world.’’’ 

** Would it, Adela? Do you really mean ft?” 

“T always mean T say.” 

'* Even when you are cross?” 

“Then you think I can be cross?” 

“Who can? Only an idiot can always be 
the same.” 

“Well, allowing that I can be crom—and 
often am #0, Ido mean what I say then, at the 
time, at any rate.” 

* And, dear girl, you mean that yon love me, 
I know now, now that you are saylvg it; but, 
oh ! Scamp, will fo inet ?” 

‘Tf you have no confidence in me, Cecil, It fs 
not too late to confess you cannot trust your 
heppiness to me,” she answered, gravely. 





or the 


before 

dinner, and now & few foolish worde of my allly 
old father’s have clouded our sky. Am I 
nob ss dear to you now as then! There ls no 
difference in me, remember,” 
They had passed away into a sequestered part 
o>. end were ont of sight of the 


onee, 
He caught her to his breast with hungry 
ove, 

"You can never be lese, dear Adela ; I would 
gladly die for you.” 

* Live for me instead, Cecil,” she whispered ; 
“it would make me by far.” 

“ Would is? Scamp! my life is yours, to do 
what you will with—only love me, my darling. 
I cannot do withont your dear affection. You 
can never know what the past three years have 
been to me; I was in [constant dread of some 


se carrying off = Rarer =~ a's 
was & “a gan, but stopped, for 
she felt that childhood had vanished with his 


fired kiss; and whatever else the girl was she 


ve yel to but Adela, dall 
“ Yes yoars ; you were y 
getting older, and I knew that lovers would be 


woolng you, and the thought well-nigh mad- 
dened me,” 
” bia did you nob write if you felt al! 


“Simply from a dread lest your childish 
promise, and-ndt love, should make you accept 
me—that I could not bear.” 

The darkness had closed them fn, but the 
stars twlokled overhead, and the moon shone ont 
wich a soft light, 

She raleed her face to his, and let him look 
into the depth of her eyes ; thea she placed her 
arme about his neck. 

"Geel! cannot you believe fe me fully !'' she 
not trust me? Without snch 
cor fidence we shall be better apart.” 
Ido!” he crfed, holding her to hi: 
“Scamp! Iam mad when I think sny 
man had dared speak words of love to you— 
forgive me.” 

“ That is nonsense ; all girls have offers some 

yee! 


“Do they? Then men must bo very 
persevering, for there are six women to every 
man. 

“Dear me! the statistics upon the mubjct 
must be quite interesting! Then a man must 
pom five times to let every girl have one 

! 

“What an outlook for the men!” be 

hed, 


wie the women, you mean, Cecil ; ft docs 
not hurt a map to be refused.” = 

© Does it not ? I cannot sgree with you. 

" Come, tell me how many offers yor have 
made in your thirty-eight years of life!” ehe sald 
merrily, 

“None, Scamp! I have been waiting to find 
my queen, and 
now one confidence deserves another. 
many men have dared speak to you of love, 
ge Syed to confession, Cecl).” 

*T'm nob C4 . 

For # moment his arms unclasped from about 


her, 
“ Cecil,” she sald very gravely, *'do you know 
that 1 havea sous tenn Oh cay heart to-night ! , 
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Occe more he her tightly to him. 
Mh 2 beau # Oannot I shield you 
from {0 ue 


‘You would have to shield me from yourself,” 


“There is none fn our hor/z», dariing.” 
“ Are you enre |” 
“Hawt lowel dot 
“Ha do not prophesy evil, m 
Gerling! I swear here, under the arch at 
Heaven, no other woman shall ever be aught to 
me, eave my one love, my little Scamp.” 
uatia hit aly gh fo So a 
a 6 qu oaw 
her face, and was satisfied, a ire 
(To be continued.) 
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THE COUSINS. 


—:0:— 
(Continued from page 416) 


“Hear him!” cried Harwood ; “ be dares to 
lead for his child when he has sent mine adrift | 
used nob to be hard, but when I remember all, 
every feeling of tenderness or compassion leaves 
me. I can’t be merciful, and, as sure oa there ia 
& Heaven above ns, unless Leah 
date, the year I will have ‘my pound 
t.) 


: 
: 
! 
E 


your own safety depends on vigilance. 
* Wolverton can answer for me,” began Darrel), 
hastily ; but the young lord turned on hie heel, 


SN have Boablog ) 
: ve to de with you!” ard so 
Br, denge : 

are you t Remember, this 
search was a joint ne ‘ 
* Ip is so no longer,” coldly. “I don’t con- 
sort with thieves!" and he marched out of the 


room with head erect, 
Harold Harwood followed him. 
° are you 3” 


“To the leave word for my 





hands, There I read tie atory, and knew my 
ae ex'le was over, and started at cnce for home, 
to find—to find—oh ! Heaven! {¢ fe too much,” 
and the strong man trembled like a child; bia 
voice shook and faltered, then died utterly ont, 
as he thought of all poor Leah bad endured. 


¥ OHAPTER VII. 


Taz next morning Mr. Harwood announced 
his intention of going down to the Honourable 
Charles Ison’s seat, which wee situated tn o 
remote part of Oarnarvonshire; and begged 
OnT fave x m8 

. 7, 5 can learn something 
from Drusilia. The girl can’t be eo hardened nz 
her father. You will, of course, come with me, 
as we have & common {Interest }”’ 

** You must excuse me,” sald O wen, awkwardly, 
** The fact-is, I was once to Mrs. Ison ; 
and—and—well, I couldn’t do it.” 

“Aud she jilted you for an impecunious 
‘ Honourable’? there must be something 
good In the girl to prefer love to wealth,” 

O ven langhed. 

* Oh, I waen’t Lord Wolverton when our 
engagement was cemented ; but only a private 
gentleman, of not too large means, You ses, 
Drustlia wanted a title, and there seemed nob the 
remotest chance of my succeeding to one—there 
were three lives between me and the iltle then. 
So she jilted me in favonr of her husband, and I 
—well, [p doesn’t redound to my credit, perbaps 
—but I was awfully glad to be free; because I 
had then seen and learned to love Leah. Now, 
you must feel I could not even seem to hound 
Drusilla down, so you will have to go alone, I 
shall wait here for you, and {n the meantime we 
aes to advertise for Leah. How would thle 

lo ” 

“*If this should meet the eye of Leah Har- 
wood, late of Thosseldean, will she communicate 
with her father at the Langham, or forward her 
eddress to him? Everything can be satisfac- 
torfly explained.’” 

* You won't [mprove on that. We will send 
{tab once, and I shall start for Curnarvonsbire 
to-morrow, I wish you were coming, but I quite 
see that it {s Impossible, Well, I shall be back 
the following day at the latest, and unless any- 
sm, of importance transpires you will remain 


“OX, certainly. Perhaps we shall get an 
anawer to eur advertleement. I had almost 
given up hope, but your coming has given me 
fresh courage—and—and—don’b think me a fool, 
but I should be glad to kaow you will not drop 


down too heavily upon Drusilla. Remember, she 
was once to have my wife, and then her 
training was bad.” 


“TI shall not exceed the limits of justice,” 
grimly, and that was all be would easy. 

The next morning he started for Lianfrellyn, 
(ena 9 romania 
Leah’s 

Tt was a long and wearlseome journey, but he 
accomplished It at last, and hiring a queer Little 
conveyance at the very primitive station, was 
driven to Ison’ House by a very bucolic Welsh- 


man, 

Mrs. Ison was in, and was graciously pleased 
to receive him (he had purposely refrained from 
sending in hie card), only ing D.usille 
would grant an old friend an ce, 

As he entered her tion room she rose 
from an easy chair, loo so beautiful, so 





Bat he would not kiss the dainty lips, he 
would not even touch her hand, only he looked 
sternly Into her dark eyes and aaid,— 

** Drusilla, you must tell me why your coaain 
ran away from Thosseldean.” é' 

“ [—TI really cannot, uncle, It le all a mystery. 
Some say she did not go alone—that she bad a 
lover . 

“Stop, you must mot go too far, girl, Re- 
member, you speak of my child-———” 

*— do remember, or I should have spoken 
more plainly.” 

" Do you mean to «sy that Leah was a disgrace 
to ber name?” Harwood demanded. “ It ls 
rather you who hava degraded your family by 
sending her adrift upon the world |" 

It was only & chanes shot, but it told. Dra- 
allla sank down upon a chair white as death, 

“Who blames me for her disappearance!” 
she gasped, and he wae quick to see and follow 
up his advantage. 

“I do, ond I can bring it home to you," 
boldly. ‘' For your father’s sake and your own 
you had better tell the whole trath. I» is your 
only chance! Trouble hes not made me gentier 
or mere generous, and I ewear anlew this matter 
fs cleared up your father shall stand where I oucs 
atood—in a felon’s dock |” 

“What do you mean!" she asked, thrown 
utterly off ler balance, and losing all self-control. 
‘* What has he done 1” 

Then bluntly and ansparingly Harold Harwood 
told the whole story of Duarrell'’s deceit and em- 
besslement, and Drusilla Ustened with such 
growing sheme and horror that {t was very easy 
to eee that in this thing she was utterly aad 
entirely Igoorant, 

Valo, selfish; and ambitions as she was, she 
dearly loved her father, and not even hie sin 
could shake her love, She fell on her knees, 
there before Harwood, pleading him to spare 
him, crying be wae ao old man and could not 
bear his punfshmen*, that she would do auy- 
thing to save him. 

“Getup!” sald Harwood, sternly. "I want 
deeds, not words! There fa only one way by 
which you can eave Everett Darrell and keep 
your own name ont of this scanda), You must 
tell me the whole truth, or, by Heaven, I'll per- 
form my threat !"’ 

And then, little by little, he drew the shame- 
ful, sorrowfal story frora her, and he could bave 
cursed her where shes stood; bub she was a 
women, and young, und he could not wage war 
with her; only bis parting words dwelt In her 
mind for many a long week, and she shivered 
when ehe thonght of the look fn hie eyes, on hie 
worn and handsome face. 

He left Lianfrellyn at once and returned to 
London, where Owen anxiously awaited him, 
Then once more the quest began. ; 





In the meanwhile Lesh had learned through 
the papers that ber father’s honour was vind!- 
cated, and a strong throb of joy filled all her 
belong. She was no felon’s chiid ; the man her 
mother had 20 deeply loved had been worthy 
even her; and she hated herself that she ever 
could have doubted bim even for a moment. 

She went to Mre, Canninghsm, and cor fided 
all that painful part of her etory she had so 
sedulously suppressed, and that lady was deeply 
concerned to think of what her present position 
must be to one so gently born, if nob gently 
nurtured, 

“Leah,” she sald, “we must try to learn 
something of your father. If he returns you 
must be where he can find you : but at present 
I hardly eee what you can do. Svtil!, in any case, 
we must find you more congenial work, and in 
the mesntime [ should wish you to take a boll- 
day. You are not looking well, and it really 
would be best to break utterly and entirely 
away from your present surroundings. Is there 
nowhere yqu could go?” 

*]I belleve Mr, and Mrs, Cole would be glad to 
have me.” 

"Write and ask, and, understand, I shall 
defray all expences,” 

So Leah wrote to the Coles, who professed 
themselves not only wililpg, bub glad to recelve 
her, and sald honestly enovgh they would prefer 
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she should come as a guest and nots lodger, but 
if that could nob be, they must agree (an- 
willingly) to her terms, 

In a day or two she was quite settled, aud the 
fresh country alr fanned her cheeks Into the 
most delicate pink, brought a new light Into her 
eyes, wo that her beauty took even casual 
observers by storm. 

The kindness of the honest couple, the genulne 
liking the children developed for her, were very 
new and gratefal to the gir), and she began to 
indulge In pretty mischievous ways and words, 
which added not a little to her popularity. 

She had been a fortnight fn thia quiet retreat, 
when she received a letter from Mrs, Canniog- 
ham, which made her pals with excitement, and 
so tremulous that ehe caught at the table to 
steady herself. 

“Oh, dear! oh, dear?’ crfed Mrs. Cole, 
alarmed by such sigue, don’t assy you've got 
bad news, dear ; now, don’t go for to say fy |” 

**No, no; such good, euch blessed news that 
I cannot think them true!” and with that she 
flang her arms about the good woman's neck, and 
wept unrestrainedly on her breast. 

Lyddy was far too wise and motherly to check 
the outburst, and waited until 1b was spent, con- 


tenting herself with gently stroking the beautiful | f 


hatr, with o touch as light as the feel of a 
feather, 

With a strong effors the girl presently re- 
covered herself, and bidding Lyddg read it, gave 
tt into her hand. 

**May my old man issarit}” questioned the 
woman. "He'll be main glad to know yourlack’s 
got # tarp,” and as Leah granted a ready consent, 
Will was called fn. 

He waited attentively for Lyddy to begin, with 
such an alr of pride fn her scholarehip—he could 
neither read nor write—that in the midst of her 
tremulous joy Leah could tcarcely refrain from 
bursting Into laughter, 


“My pzark Lean,—At last your troubles are 
ended, and a bright day bas dawnell for you, 
Teo days since I saw an advertisement In a daily 
which requested you to communicate with your 
father ; and feeling that delay might be dangerous, 
I at once telegraphed to the given addrear, with 
the result that your father answered in psrson— 
he has but jast lefe me. Thiok of that, Leah, 
your own father, and a parent any girl should be 


of, 

“He knows the real story of your filght, all 
the shame and pain you have endared, and he 
knows still more ; but there, I will say nothing, 
leaviag all for him to tell. 

“You may expect him now at any hour, I 
would have written you to come on here, bub he 
was anxious to see and thank these worthy 
people who have been so kind to you. What a 
happy girl you will be—the only and Idolised 
child of a rich and generous man ; by the way, 
my dear, I know now from whom you derived 
your good looks, And now, good-bye, and be 
sure you make yourself look your prettiest.—- 
Always your friend, a. 0.” 


What hearty congratulations followed upon 
Lyddy’s reading, how everybody rejoiced fn 
Leah's fortune, how fondly the good woman 
kissed her, and the honest carter patted her 
hands, her shoulders, her pretty hair; doing 
everything, in short, except following his wife's 
example. 

And then the excitement that followed, when 
Lyddy and her eldest girl bastled about, 
straightening and dusting the best room, which 
already was 60 spotless and prim. 

And Lesh mast do nothing but “ run up to 
her own little chamber, and pat on that pretty 
red frock ber clever fiogers had made.” 

She was trembling and tearfnl still, and, per- 
haps hoping to win some semblance of com- 
posure, she knelt down beside her bed, and lifted 
up her whole heart {a thanksgiving. 

When she rose she was very pale, but the sweet 
mouth had grown firmer, the beautifal eyes were 
calmer, clearer. 

Aad whilst she lingered in her room she 
heard a sudden sound of excited voloes, followed 





by a Inll; and, sick and faint, she sat down, 


s 


her hands pressed tightly over her beating 
heart, 

Nex’ a voice called, ‘‘ Mies Leah, come down?” 
aud, hardly knowing what she did, she 
obeyed. 

"' He's in there,’ eald Lyddy, haif laughing, 
half crying, and pashed the pale girl towards the 
best room, ‘* Your own dear father, miss!” 

Face to face stood ; and Harold Harwood 
was not lees m than his child. 

At first he could not spesk to her, be only 
stretched ont his arms to her; and, without « 
word, she ran to bim, to find herself sheltered 
aud safe in his love. 

What broken words of tenderness and thanks 
followed. upon that first embrace! How much 
there was to hear and tell ! 

Was ever a girl so happy before? Was ever 
daughter so beautiful and dear ? 

They would have been content to alt there 
through all the long hours of the day ; only at 
last the father remembered? that someone who 
had long loved his child was walting with burniog 
impatience to have and to hold her. 

“Did you know Drusilla was married!” he 
questioned, sbruptly. 

He felt a slight shiver ran through the slender 


orm. 

‘*Tc--bo Mr. Emery, of course 1” 

“No; wrong for once, my dear! She jilted 
him for another, Why do you look so relleved } 
Ah, Leah ! Leah! you haven't a secret from me, 
and I know I have found you only to lose you 
again. I have met him, dear, He was searching 
for you, and lately we have searched together. I 
have been selfish, so long to keep him waiting. 
Leah ! you are trembling again | This will never 


do!” and, opening the door, he called to'some- ' 


one to come in, at the same time making good hie 


etcape. 

And when Leah dared to look up she saw that 
dear, honest face, those kindly, loyal eyes, that 
in all, through all, she had remembered and 
loved, and a little sob rose to her lips, 

Ob f this joy was too great! Toogreat! Her 
heart was like to burat ! 

*' Won't you spesk to me, dear!” the young 
mac sald, unsteadily ; and then, like a child, 
obeying, she breathed his name, so soft, so low, 
that ft was scarcely a whisper that reached bim. 

Bat it was enough for him. The next moment 
she was folded in his arms, kissed again and agsin 
with such wild fervour that ft took her breath 
AWBY, 

“Sweetheart! sweetheart! Let me hear you 
way you love me!” he pleaded ; “' yon have never 
sald fb yet. The only time I did this (stooping to 
kiss her again), you were angry.” 

"You belonged to Drusilla then, and I thought 
you were making sportof me, Bat now lam 
wleer ; anc-—and———” 

“And what!” he demanded, as she paused 
confusedly, 

“You will never leave me? It would break 
ray heart to lose you now |" 

“You can only do that now by death, my 
darling 1” 
s * 7 . e 

How surprised she was when she learned the 
change fn his fortune, how much afraid she should 
be found all unfit for the position to which he 
would lift her ; and how he laughed at her fears ! 

anne ie never was such ee ae 
wh provided, although, , Leah's 
appetite had forsaken her; 0 
sisted that the carter and his wife should sit 





a kindly note, over which Everett Darrell glow. 
ered viclonsly, aud, whilet Drusilla reigns » 
queen In society, but a loveless wife and careless 
mother, Leah finds her best happiness in her 
home, surrounded by her children, the idolized 
darling of husband and father | 


[THE END.} 








GIVE HIM BACK TO ME. 


—i0:— 
MapamMe Simon described ly how 


sr — had started for the mountains 
when the brief daylight was already diminishing 
—how she bad warned him not to go, and felt a 
dread presentimentin her heart ; and how, ae the 
hours passed away, and brought no sign of him, 
her busband, sccom by three or four young 
fellows from the went —- Moont Pilate 
with torches in their hands, searched and 
searched, shouting themselves hoarse, and waking 
all the unearthly echoes with their cries, 

They came back cold and exhausted, and her 
husband had to his bed the next day ; but 
as soon as it was > her Hotle Pierre went out 
on bis own sccount, aud returned in time for 
breakfast with the gentleman's cap fn his hand. 

Cyril and the clerk were taken up the moun- 
tain and shown the exact spot where the cap was 
found, caught in a twig just ab the edge of the 
Devil's Saucepan, 

The ice had evidently been broken ther, 
Monsieur Simon said, because for a few yarde 
it was so mach thinver than all the rest of the 
surface. 

“ Ig ft nob possible to dreg the water 1" asked 
Cyril, thinking ft would be edme consolation to 
the young widow at least to have her husband 
decently buried In English ground, where che 
could show her loving remembrance by placing 
flowers on his grave, 

‘* Perfectly lmposaible, “Monasfeur,” exclalmed 
the Frenchman, uplifting his palms ; “there is 
no bottom to it, How could you find a line that 
would reach from this place to the very founda- 
tlons of the earth?” 

“Still we might‘at least leb down grapplicg 
irons, and do our best,” 

Monsteur Simon shrugged his shoulders ; but 
Cyril Ineleted, though even Mr. Godson, the 
solictvor’s clerk, thought the attempt unneces- 


sary. 

The greppling trons were sent for, and fixed on 
the longest ropes that could be procured, Then 
the ice was broken and the frons let down till the 
rope ran out to the end. It was pulled up with 
no rewalt, except that s heap of weeds were pre- 
sently atrewn on the bank. 

Soon {t became evident thad further trouble 
wan useless, and that poor Jack Sartorls had dis- 
appeared for ever, Ogril picked a withered les! 
from a creeper, took a long look at the fron-grey 
cliffs, rising like a prison wall on every side, and 
his heart, heavy with the thought of the ealclde, 
went slowly down the icebound path, following 
Monslear Simon's 
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An independent witness also appeared, who 
saw tbe Eogilshman' go up the mouutaio just as 
the dusk was falling. He afterwards !ooked in 
fore eau-de-vie, and foand both landlord 
and growing anxious about their gacet, 
He was « volunteer In the search party, aod teer!- 
fied to the dlamay of the Simons at she Kogifah- 
man’s disappearance, 

The Simoue-bere an excellent-choracper fa tte 
aeighboarhood, and no one would believe a word 
against them, The priest, an elderly man, with a 
fas, kindly face, had exchanged s few remarks 
io ag Toe 

loom . bad wa) 

Sown to the Eon d’or to warn Madam Simson to 
be carefal, as he did not like the strange look in 
the stranger's eyes, He had no doobt that the! 
unfortunate man had committed suicide If he 
were not At the bottom of the “ Devil's Sauce- 
oe must be aeeenene ne 

out. of bis figure g | long aleter was 
well kuown, and though the moss, cavefal fa- 
quirtes bad. been . tad in the neighboar- 
hood, no? man ito tile sppearance 


et 


where. 

The chisf of the police had com mantcated with 
Yard; but there was nobody ' wanted ”’ 
of the name of Sartorls ; or, supposing the name 
were fictitious, of his exact persons! descripsion. 
He was too tall for an absconding forger of the 
name of Smith, and too thin for a fraudulent 


maduke Montmorency. 

The priest ‘satd, after one look at his face, he 
knew hint to be at war with Heaven, as well as 
with himself; and {1 was despair that moot 
often ae men to suicide. He thovght trom 


eager sporteman, the 

companton, the man of whom 

in the Carlton spoke “as a rattling 
round !”” 


The c' must have been vary suddex, for 
my oF spoken of him os exactly like his 
except as to personal appearance. 
parting with his bride had 
very long ago, aud he mused 
oiet ase to that —supposing it were a 
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owner's wanderings, There were all sorte of 


tears, , 
Very sadiy and reverently be gathered to 
gether oll the Eoglishman’s possessions, which 
Simon had caused to be locked up to 
the bedroom which be bad slept in. These only 
consisted of some fine cambric ehirts a few socks 
tae aandherchlole, come onions articles of wear- 
apparel, a amall packed o c a 
balr brush with an Ivory back, et Ske 





Sartorls crest, and @ tooth-brusbh. Thare were 
no stceteras-—not even a single scrap of paper 
witha memorandum on ft; [t seemed as if a 
man who travelled about from place to place, 
mast have some odds-and-ende, but if 
Sartorls bad done so, he had left them all io 
some other place. 

Qae thing proved that he could only have pro- 
vided himself with what he would consider 
absolate necessaries for a day or two ; for there 
was no ragor, and nob a single item of a man’s 
ueual shaving apparatus ; and this, when he was 
travelling in the civilised land of France ! 

There were a few uspoleons lying on the 
dressing-table, otherwise the mee of all 
money might have excited suspicion. Tasse 
were carefully sealed up in a paper by Mr. 
Godson, who went back to Lincoln’s-inn with a 
neatly-written report of the whole proceedings, 
whilet Cyril followed more slowly with the 
shabby portmanteau on which, although he 
never guessed {t, a man’s life depended ! 





CHAPTER XXXIX. 
A FATAL OATH, 


Crem Landon had come back and told his 
tale vo sorrowfal ears. A flood of tears gushed 
from Violet’s eyes as they fell upon what had 
been her hasband’s porbmanteau. [0 was shabby 
now, dall and dim as her own life had become, 
bat she remembered ft bright, and smart and 
shiny, forming a part of what she had laughiogly 
called her bridegroom’s “ trousseau.” 

The mere aight of {6 carried her back with ons 
bound to her wedding-day, and she saw herseif 
as happy girl, trembling with hope and fear under 
the welght of her crown of joy. That girl was 
worn out now, like the portmanteaa, and Ib was 
time to go to bed, and sisep the sleep that knows 
no waking ! 

The season for prebence was over, she necd no 
longer sit up and etalle for the benefit of the 
geping crowd. No one throws a stone at a 
widow because she retires {nto eeclasion, and 
hides herself from the fidgstting gaz: of her 
acquaintances, Oh! for 9 quiet corner in which 
simply to He down and resp! But rest was the 
last thing that anyone wished to give her. 
Everyone was afraid of leaving her alone. 


""Don’b let her brood,” ssid Lady Mayne, 
writing {In greatanxlety from Vienna, ‘I know 
she fancy that ehe Is broken-hearted, and 
that may have a most terrible effect on her brain. 
If you think I should be of any use I would 
come over at once, but Gertrude will be able to 
take my place and my darling Violet will know 
that my thoughts are always with ber night and 
day. Between you and me, {n strict confidence, 
T can’tiook apon Mr. Sartorie’s death as a mis- 
fortune, although F wish the poor man 
quietly In his bed. Violet fs now free from an 
oppressive tle—but you will think me heartless, 
0 I will say no more.—With fondest love to my 
dear child, and much te f, ever your 
affectionate sister, 


“PS —Let me know by return of post if 
Violet would like to have ms with her, and I 
will start as soon as possible.” 


Lady Stapleton gave the message, but Violet 
shook her head. Her mother could do her no 


and together, happy as two love-birds In the 
seme nest | 
She bed lived on that hope all through the 





of the large elves creak as if they were coming 
off--when the river where her young milstrens 
wesec nearly drowned was one sheet of oe, and 
the enow lay white and cold over the flower-heds 
—when she waa almost tired of longing for the 
j *%, that never came! 

oor, faithful old soul! She did more good 
to Violet than anyone else, for the young widow 
felt that ehe could open her heart to the woman 
who had loved Jack ever eince he was a mie- 
chisvous, kind, danger-loving schoolboy, 

Olten she cams into the drawing-room, when 
Lady Stapleton waz busy in some other room 
writing letters, and dilated for an hour or more 
on the scrapes shat Master Jack had got into, 
Violet loved to listen, ae she thirsted to know 
all the details of his life before he ever crossed 
her pabtb. 

Cyril brought his wife to stay ab the Rectory 
and waa often at the Priory. Every time he 
came ib made him sad to watch the wreck of a 
girl's life. Ic seemed strange to him that her 
heard should be bound up with the fate of a man 
who had discarded her, and behaved shamefally 
to her, as everybody allowed, 

But woman’s love fs like that of the angels, 
and does not depend on the worth of the object. 
Hasn't this been proved more than a thousand 
times? 

Mabel carght a cold, and was carrled back to 
Somersetehire mach agalnst her will; but where 
her bealth was concerned her husband was in- 
exorable. 

She wished so much to stay a little longer with 
her beloved parents, and to comfort her beat 
friend in her great afiliction ; bat her backing 
cough made everyone anxious, and Violet, thongh 
ehe was very loth to part with her, confessed that 
Cgrtl was right. 

They gave her a pressing invitation to Landon 
Lodge, of which she promised to avail herself 
some day,” which io general parlance fs almost 
tantamount to a refasal, 

Just about the same time Lady Stapleton was 
obliged to run up to London for a few days ou 
business, 

Violet begged her not to forget to bring back 
with her the smal! portmanteau which Cyril had 
fetched from Aavergne, and which had been left 
behind in Brook-atreet through the carsleseness 
of the servants whea the move was made to the 


Priory, 

Violet had been secretly longing for it; but 
did not like to have it sent down by train, Mrs, 
Milton had sighed over its absence maany a time, 

It would bes melancholy pleasure, she thought, 
to lay ite contents in the drawers of the room 
which had once been his-—to season them with 
her tears, aud neat litle bags of lavender, sewn 
oe careful fingers, jastas if he were coming 


Lady Stapleton promised nob to forget, as she 
kissed her niece over and over again as if the 
parting were to be for years and not for days, 

With a foot on the step of her carriage ahe 
looked back over her shoulder, feeling terribly 
tempted to send the carriage to the stabler, and 
telegraph to her lawyer to come down and see her 
Instead of dragging her up to town. 

Bat common-sense told her it wae a pity to 
upset an arrangement which had heen made 
after due consideration, ualess there was an ade- 
quate reason for the change of purpose, so she 
aighed and resigned herself, wishing the vist to 
town were well over, and sho was safe back 


again. 

To Violet fp was almost a relief to be alone, 
although she was so fond of her aunt. Now 
ehe could sit still with her hands clasped on her 
lap and her head thrown back against the cushion 
of the chair, and think—think—thick the weary 
hours away. 

When Lady Stapleton was with her she was 
afcaid of sighing leet. she should provoke a glance 
of compassion, afraid of dolog aothing for fear of 
a ~~ onthe ¢ficacy of work for a troubled 
min 

Yet she knew that {t was meant [n all kind- 
ness, and probably dae to the Instructions her 
aunt had recelred from Lady Mayne, who was 
active in writing letters, if {n nothing clse. 

It was now autamn, and the leaves of the trees 
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had turned to a golden brown, and only a few 
roses lingered ow a southern wall. 

Violet looked at them wistfally, thinking how 
lovingly she would have woven them Into a cross 
for her husband’s grave, if he had only been 
een to rest in the sunny little churchyard on 

6 

Mabel’s father, Mr. Ingham, had reluctantly 
been obliged to refuse to let a tablet be put up 
to Mr, Sartoris’s memory in the church There 
were names of many of his family there, but that 
of John Dalrymple Sartorle—“ the suicide "— 
conld only be represented by a significant blank. 

Violet bad been much troubled abont ib; bat 
Lady Stapleton was obliged to admf» that the 
Rector wae right, although abt firat she was as 
indignant asher niece, 

“ Allalone ! all alone for the rest of my life!” 
thought Violet, as she sat before the fi-e In the 
lesser drawing-room, her feet on the fender, her 
fiogers idly playing with a few white roses on her 
lap. ‘*Some day I think I shall adopt a little 
boy, and make him take the name of Sartoris, and 
then ff he turns out nice I shali feel as proud 
of him as if he were really my son, . At 
any rate, {> wonld be something to live for, 
aud I don’t know of anything else.” 

A sigh, and then the door opened, and some- 
body came quickly across the room. Her heart 
beat with a euffocating sense of expectation— 
expectation of what or of whom she could not 
have said, 

The ornamenial screen behind her chalr was 
nearly upset as Ralph Armitage came quickly 
round {t, and kneeling down by her aide, sald, 
hoarsely,— 

** Violet, have I waited long euough 1” 

She had expected she knew not whom, bub 
certainly not the man who knelt beside her. 
She shrank away from him as far as the limits of 
the chair would allow, 

' Walted for what, Mr, Armitage?” she asked, 
as proudly and scornfally as she could. 


"Por the falfilment of your promise,” his. 


glowing eyes fixed with an absolutely hungry 
gaze upon her face. 

** A promise wrung from me when was half 
mad! You could no? think {6 would bind me 
long +” her eyes wide open as if with terror, and 
her chest heaving. 

“Tb will bind you jast as long as my life hap- 
pens to last,” with a smile, bie hands clutching 
nervously st the arm of the chair. 

‘“*No, You have no right to come here and 
say such things,” ing all her conrage. 

" * havea right to come and claim you,” 

vely. 

“You have none—none,” excitedly, 

“ Haven't 1%” with a curlons look on his thin 
face. “Do you remember the storm! You 
thought your friend would be killed by the 
lightning. You asked me to go and eave him. 
A man does not go out and face death for nothing, 
I exacted a promise—ib was the |-ast you covl! 
expect—you promised to be my wife under 
one condition, that condition was kep*,” his face 
growing livid fn epite of ble strongest efforte 
to look composed ; ‘ and that promise binds 
ar to be my wife when the year of mourniog 

over ” 


“Ob, Mr. Armitege. have pity,” clasplog her 
hands {mplorivgly. “You could not wish to have 
me if I didn’t love you!” 

"T could wish to bave you ff your consent 
were to sign my death-warrant,” a glow of passion 
kindling In bis face, 

**On! release me—rélease me!” 

“Never. No, dearest, your beauty has done 
me harm enough ; ft has robbed me of peace, it 
has made my life a curse. If you break your 
promise you are perjared.”’ 

**Then perjared I must be,” with a sigh of 
desperation. 

A ccowl came across his face, his eyes flashed. 

“If you throw me over, pon my honour I'l) 
kil myself. Isn’t one salcide enough for your 
conscience ?”’ 

Her face went down on her hands, & shiver ran 
from head to foot, 

** Violet, will you throw me over 1” 

No answer, 

"Violet, before another sun comes my death 


s 








sball be on your head. It fs n0 joke—I mean 
ir.” 
“Oh no, no!” she cried ; “you could not be 
wicked |” 


80 i 

‘Tf it fs a sin I can’t help It, Keep your 
word, aud I keep my life.” 

“Oh, thie is cruel—cruel!” she sobbed; but 
the next moment his arm was round her, and he 
drew her to bis heaving chest, with almost a sob 
of jy. 

She wrenched herself away from him with a 
convulsive ahudder. Not yet—if ever—should 
his lips pollate her own. 

Hs looked down on her shrinking figure, and a 
pain shot through his heart as if a stlletto had 
plerced ft, 

" Swear that you will not be talked ont of {t !” 

Not then, but half-an-hour later she took the 
fatal oath, when worn oud by passionate piead- 
{ngs and threats which bewildered her brain. 


CHAPTER XL. 
CHEWING THE CUD, 

‘Dinners jast ready to be served, ma’am, 
and you've never been up to dress,” . 

Mrs, Milton’s voice roused Violet Sartoris 
from the stupor Into which she had sunk, when 
Mr. Armitage bad at last been Induced to leave 
her. 

Recelving uo answer, Mrs. Milton advanced 
till her plump face came round the corner of the 
Indian screen, and her round eyes tried to see In 
the darkneae. 

Presently she felt her way to the fender, and 
picking up the poker and applying it vigorously 
to the fire, produced a splendid bleas. 

" Lord ha’ mercy upon us!” she exclaimed, 
in a fright, as Violet slowly raised her bent head, 
aad looked at her with dezed eyes, as if she had 
jast been woke out of a terrible nightmare. 
“What is ib} Ob, dearle me!” beginning to 
shake, ‘'Ivt’s nothiog new turned up, Is it—no 
fresh calamity ?” 

Violet pushed back her hair, 

“Te ib late?” she sald, quietly. 

*Tt’e just apon half. past seven, and the soles 
are done to a nicety. Cuvok fs in a grand fidget, 
as you may think. Bat, ain’s you well, ma’am!” 
peerfog at her mistress with kindly bud Ingal- 
altive eyes. . 

“I don’t know,” slowly. Then more ex- 
cltedly, “I wish I were Hl—I wish I were 
dying { ” 

“ For Heaven's sake, ma'am, don't say that, or 
{v’ll break wy heart! Iv’s all along of that Mr. 
Armitage, I'd warrant, I told Webster that he 
had done the sinfallest thing fo letting him steal 
fa upon you without a ‘by your leave,’ or any- 
thing. Ib was enough to startle you, my poor 
dear ; but don’t take on, He shan’t come again, 
that I promise you, as sure as my pame's Mil- 
ton. Now, come and wash your hands and 
freshen yourself up a bit,” In a coaxing voice, 
“The dinner won’) pay you for the trouble of 
eating It if you walt to chavge your dress.” 

**T can’t eat; I should choke, Send it 
away |” 

Mrs. Milton was aghast, 

“Send ib away! and there's some of the 
beautifullest partridges that ever gave up their 
lives to feed a lady’s table! Mr, Landon would 
be Ine fice way if he knew you despleed the 
trouble of eating them. Cuome, dearie, leo me 
beg of you, for your poor old servant's sake, to 
esta mouthfal, I'll bring {> in here on a tray, 
and tell them you are not well to-night.” 

She bustled ont of the room without walting 
for an answer, kaowing that a trouble never 
grows less because accompanied by bodily ex- 
haustion. 

Touched by her kindness Violet was obliged to 
eat some of Cyrfl’s partridge ; but ft is doubtfal if 
she could have told the difference between the 
wing of that nice little bird or the fissh of a 
wild boffalo, 

Alwsys before her was the face of Ralph Arm!- 
tage, with that unholy fire fo his eyes, that 
nervous bwitching of his ander-lip, that deadly 
pallor on his cheeke, 
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’ Be had gained such a power over her by the 
mastery of his will that she had ylelded ; but It 
was through fear for him that she had consented 
to be his wife, and now through fear for herself 
she was dismayed. 

Common-senee told her that she could scarcely 
be held accountable for a promise given fn a 
moment of uncontrollable excitement, when her 
mind had almost lost ite balance ; bub her cox- 
aclence she knew would call her to account for 
g that Ralph trusted to thet 
promise, and kiiled himself in despair when he 
found ft was broken. ‘ 

She had been mad and wicked, and hottest 
blushes dyed her cheeke as she wondered over 
her sudden fancy for Mr, 8. Johp. It cud her 
to her heart to think she could ever have 
felt a passing love for any man bub her hus- 
band 


Ib must have been an fofatuation in both of 
them, 7 

She remembered that night of the rehearsal 
when he trampled on Cyril Landon’s roses, and 
called ber so passionately by her Obrietian name, 
and that other night when he actually struck 
Oyril down in a fit of mad jealousy, and told her 
she must choose between them. 

Ot course, she had been right to stick to her 
old friend, though she knew that her heart was 
throbbing for another; and he had gone snd 
made no eign, and she had quite forgotten bia 
io her for her husband. 

She only really liked him because there 
was a look in his eyes, a ete enti es which, 
somehow, always reminded her of Jack, Some 
day, perhaps, Mr. St. John would come back acd 
wonder why she had married Ralph Armiltege, 
and never know the true reason, She would die 
of shame if ft ever came to his ears that abe had 
been obliged to confess her love for him, before 
Mr. Armitage would consent to go and save him. 
Was ip because he was angry with her that he 
had refused to come back, and preferred to :tsy 
in a horrid Mitle station, rather than be under 
the same roof with her, ; 

Ib was so very strange, for he most bave 
guessed that It was she who sent Mr, Armitoge 
to look for him, and he would naturally heve 
taken ft ss the greatest) amende she could make. 
Sarely if she had been free, and he had jas! 
made her an : ffar, she could have dong nothing 
more to prove her love—and yet he had stayed 
away ! 
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Tb struck ber ae eo odd, but she did not mind 
ib now. I proved that he had never really loved 
her—and yet that day in the garden, when he 
lost his train so willingly, just for the pleasure of 
talking to her, and tore to pleces a new glove to 
tle pp her fowers—he seemed to like her rather. 

Bat why was she thinking of him to-night? 
Perhaps, because he seemed so connected with 
Ralph Armitage—he hated him so, he was so 
angry to think that he had ever saved her life he 
was 20 Indignant that he pald her tlie smallest 


attention. 
(7o be continued.) 








FACETIZ. 


CHaRise (sge six, on hearing song by cele- 
brated bass): ‘ Father, did he make all that 
noise on purpose 1” 

Jack : “ Which is the hardest train to catch ?"’ 
Bill; “I don’t know,’ Jack: ‘' Why the 12 50, 
Because it’s ten to one if you catch ft." 

Tus Hero (as the plot thickens): ' Now is 
the time to act)” Volce from the Gallery: 
‘'Esr! 'ear! We've waited long enough 
for it” 

Pataice: “I told Willy if he kissed me I’d 
scream.” Patience: “ And what did he say 1” 
Patrice : “On, he sald he thought i bad a very 
musical scream |” . 

" Way do you use paint?” asked a violinist of 
his daughter, ‘' For the same reason that you 
use rosin, papa,” ‘How is that?” ‘ Why, to 
to help me draw my beau.”’ 

Tae Port's Wire: “ Why, Freddy, bow dirty 
_ you are, and only yesterday you wrote & verse 
for papa’s birthday, promoleing always to keep 
your hands clean.” “ Well, mamma, that was 
only a postic Hoence.”’ 

THERE'S an account of « girl who climbed to 
the top of Snowdon and sang ‘God Save the 
Qaeen!'” “She had some sense, hadn’s she ? 
lve too bad that some other girls are not as 
thoughtful when they want to slog.” 

Cuotty: “I shall speak to your father to- 
morrow by telephone.” Edith: ‘Then be sare 
to ring him up at hie «ffice. It is such a 
nulsance to have him smash the house tele- 
phone.” 

“Tue Chinese are a very polite race of 
people,” remarked the visitor. ‘ Perhaps that’s 
why they are so very untrathful,” answered the 
hostess. ‘‘ Ose does have to tell so many fibs, 
you know, to avold being rude,” 

Daisy: “Iepsnt the whole day to-day helping 
Jalia buy a bar.” Edte: “ What kind did she 
get?” Daley: “Ob, this was only the first 
cay; she never makes up her mind until after 
the third day.” 

"Wart we wanb now,” commenced a con- 
fored and timid speaker, at a meeting of a 


debating society, “ ts—fs—not—not so much | 


what we don’t want as that which we most 
require.” His hearers agreed with him, 

_Aw absent-minded professor, Instead of patting 
® mustard-leat on bis chest, etuck {t on his 
head. Then he went out—it was a cold winter’s 
day—but returned for his umbrella, becanse, he 
sald, he found the heat of the sun unbearable, 

She: “I gnderstand why cigarettes are so 
popular,” : *' Well, why it is1'’ She: 

Ob! men who smoke them thiok they look 
boyish, and boys who smoke them think they 
look like men.” . 

Cra: "Have you noticed the automobile 
facet” Alfred: “No; what expression does 
Swear!” Oyril: “The man in the automobile 
locks as if he wanted to geb home alive, bub 
knew he wouldn’o,” 

TexprRroor ; “Did you folke lynch the man 
who stole that automobile here last week!” 
Cactus Charley: “No, we Intended te, but an 
Investigation committee made some experymente, 
an’ concluded that the ottymobul stole the thief, 
instead of the thief gittin’ away with it.” 





Mrs. Partieich: ‘J ought to ask Tittlevon, Mies: “ My grandfather celebrated the one- 


Tknow; but I’m afraid if he comes bere once 
he’ll be coming all the time.” Partleigh: “We 
could ask him some evening when Bertha is 
doing her plano practice.” 

‘* Don’t alt so far away from me, Harry dear,” 
she sald to her lover, while they were steaming 
ap the river with the excursion. ‘‘ Don't sit so 
far away and turn your back to me in that way ; 
people will think we're married.” 

"* Woutp you take our darling daughter from 
os!” tearfally asked the mother. “ Why—er— 
yes,” replied the startled youth. ‘‘ That's my 
idea, II really hadn't contemplated taking 
the whole family, you know.” 

Jonzs missed his pocket-book the other morn- 
ing and ab once advertised for ir. When he 
returned home In the evering he found ft in the 
pocket of the other coax: “My word!” he 
cried delightedly, ‘'It does pay to advertise |” 

Doctor: You need more exercise.” Indis- 
posed: ‘ Why, I’m steadily engaged in painting 
houees, now,” Doctor: '‘ Working by the day, 
I expect?”  Indispoced: “Yea.” Doctor: 
“Well, you had better work by the plece for a 
while,” 

“Tpon'r eee any sense in theee collecting 
fads,” sald Mr, Wooph. ‘Nor I,” agreed Mr, 
Gooph. “ Why, some of these fellows seem to 
make % regular passion of it, They make me 
tired 1” And he gazed out of the window, and 
glared at the rent-collector, who had jast left. 

" Don’t look blue. I am sure papa will give 
us a house to live fn, and buy all my clothes after 
we are married. And then I have my legacy 
from Aunt Josephine to pay grocers and 
butchers.” He (gloomily): " Yes, but there's my 
valet and the butler.” 

“Do you believe in the saying that a cat has 
nine lives?” ‘Yes, sir,” answered the man 
who keeps irregular hours, ‘And, having ob- 
served the nocturnal habits of the cat, I am Jed 
irrestatibly to the conclusion that staying out ali 
night is highly conducive to longevity.” 





hundredth anniversary of bis birih one day lesb 
week.” Giles: “That’s nothing. If my great- 
grandfather were alive to day he would be one 
hondred and fifty-two years old.” 

“So the doctor won't leh yor amoke, eh!” 
said Browne ae he applied » match to his weed, 
** Sorry for you, old man, { can’s imogine any 
greater pleasure than a good cigar after dinner.” 
“30?” replied Towne, en ffiog, ‘then why de 
you deny yourself that pleasure }” 

“ Everysopy koows sboub ft,” sald Mrs, 
Bickers, turing & temporary cessation of hostiil- 
ties, "Some people take her part and some take 
her husband's part.” “Aud 1] eappose,” snarled 
Bickers, ‘‘ there are a few eccentric Individuals 
who mind thelr own business?” 

‘*Sapnan,” anid the lady of the house, breaking 
the news gently to the new servant girl, “we 
shall have to getalong withond your services after 
the fires of the month.” ‘' Yes, mum,” replied 
Sarah; ‘I'm sorry the master’s affairs are in 
auch bad shape, mum.” 

Eogns: “Too bad about Nubbs. Lost all his 
fornivare because of a falee alarm of fire at hie 
house,’ Dobbs: “ But if there was uo fire, how 
could his farniture be destroyed?” Bobbs: 
“Well, you ses, Nobbs lives in a suburban town 
where they have a volunteer fire department,” 

"Isn't it @ nalsance to button one’s gloves?” 
remarked the fair young girl whore engagement 
had recently been announced, ‘I always let my 
husband do ft for me,” sald her married friend. 
‘¢ He buttons them Ina j- fy. Why don’t you 
let your young man button yours?” ‘'I did the 
other and it took him nearly balf an 
hour.” 

AN Inspector was examining » clase fn religious 
knowledge, and aeked the following question of a 
lintle girl, Intending {0 for a catch : ‘ What wae 
the difference between Noah's Ark and Joan of 
Arc)” He was nota little surprised when the 
child, answering him, sald : ‘Toe difference was 
that Noah’s Ark wae made of wood, while Joan 
of Arc was Maid of Ocsleans.” 





You wish the Best P 


certainiy. Then use 


CALVERT’S 


‘CARBOLIC PREPARATIONS 


THE BEST DISINFECTANTS, 
THE BEST SOAPS, 
THE BEST DENTIFRICES, 


AND 


THE BEST OINTMENT. 





They have been Awarded 100 Goid and Silver Medals 
and Diplomas for Superior Excellence, and should be used 
in every Household to prevent Infectious Diseases. 


Can be obtained at Chemists, Grocers, Stores, éc. 





BUYERS ARE WARNED AGAINST INFERIOR IMITATIONS, WHICH ARE NUMEROUS. 
ilustrated List Post’ Free on Application. 








F.C.CALVERT &CO.(°%2"), Manchester. 





Sd Sou ee 


> eb 


Siaf-hedeedcienns 


SER OSD BE TE et Re ET EP ARO Re ED AP bs SS es 2 
i n. y "1 N ~ "2 Oy oe > 4 > 7 
oe ~ FF aero ern > * te OS ee, > «| 


a pind 





ran 
S y 





rt. 


> 


a 





bs 


oy 





ae 


nt 
Se eee 


i 
‘ 
3 
if 
en 
1) 
ts 
rf 


aR 











THE LONDON, READER. Feb. 9 1801, 
ere ear ——ae i a 
SOCIETY, STATISTIOS. : MISCELLANEOUS, 


EvgeryvTHine in jewellery, except bracelets and 
earrings, seems to be the fashion, and long gold 
chains set with jewels are very much worn. 
Smali bite of euamelied gold set Io at intervals 
the entire length form one varlety, which is set 
forth as pew, but jewels are more attractive, and 
it is not necessary that they should be all of one 
kind In one chain, Young girls delight In a 
chain which ts hung with small.charms given. to 
them from time toe time by thelr friends, 


Tae Qaeen of Portugal is one of the most 
popular reigning Sovereigns alive ; so that any- 
thing like » revolution In Portugal ts absolutely 
out of the question. The recent act of herolem 
through which she saved « fisherman from drown- 
ing will not diminish that popularity. The 
fisherman was In s boat which capsized, and was 
in & very bad way indeed, when her Majesty, 
who happened to be near, flang herself into the 
water, awam to the rescue, and bronght him safe 
toshore. Anyone who has ever tried to swim 
with his or her clothes on will realise the plack 
of the young Q 1¢een, and as {t turned out that 
the fisherman’s leg was broken, her act deeerves 
all the more wonder and admiration, It fs worth 
while being a fisherman in Portugal when there 
are euch Q i¢ens, 


Norsine could be — than the dally life 
led by Emperor Francis 

fe up by sfx in the m , and, after one cu 
of coffee and a plece of dry bread, looks through 
all the State papers and telegrama which have 
arrived overnight. He receives his Ministers at 
ten o'clock, and his pialn midday meal is 6- 
rally shared with his youngest daughter her 
children, to whom he {s a very affectionate grand- 
favher. He fs warmly attached to his grand- 
éaughter, the Archduchess Eifzabeth, and, were 
it mot for the Salic law which now obtains in 
Aastria, there is no doubt that he would have 
liked to regard her as his successor, Although 
this fs impossible, she has been most carefally 


educated, and, were it nob for an insuperable | 


bar created by religion, would make an admirable 
wife for the fature German Eawpsror, 


Brack velvet has great possibilities before ft 
this winter In achieving renown fo the hands of 
fashionable dressmakers. It ls much used for 
dinner gowns cat en princess, with few trim- 
miogs or adornments beyond some rare lace on 
the corsage. A very elegant model is untrimmed 
except for shoulder straps of diamonds, Biack 
velvet, too, makes some of the modich three- 
quarter-length loose coats, trimmed with rich 
furs, and here be {t sald that fars are the fittest 
trimming for black velvet. Tas passementerie 
of jet and the bugles which are so often seen 
give it the touch commonplaceness which has 
caused {f to fall rather Into disrepute, Velveteen 
roakes a capital substitute for velvet for tea- 
gowns, but for cloaks or dinner gowns it tells its 
own tale, and that an effective one. 


Qorre the most practical of modern maldens fa 
the Qaeen of Holland. I eeems she has hada 
telephone Installed between her palace and that 
where her fancé lodges In order to communicate 
with hina easily. Tue convenience of thie arrange- 
ment is indisputable, but does it quite replace 
the old love letters, scrawled, incoherent, blotted, 
bat warm with passfon and affection? Type- 
written letters, telegrame, and 
to extract all the poetry of life. Is te the little 
personal touch which gives the vaine to anything, 
the look, the presaure of the hand, the welcome 


paper, the pause, the emotion, There 
is nota elgh or a blush about the telephones, with 
ite Idiotic ingulry of, Who are you? {te hoarse 
caricature of the beloved voice, ite matter-of-fact 
tones, and {ts alr of commercial atliley. 
Will there bs any poete in time to come, now 
that all romance Ie being crushed on of our 


ifves, and that the ugtiness of everything grows 1 


more and aire intensified 1 


oseph of Austria. He} 


telephones seent | a 


Iw China there fs twenty tinies as mach coal as 
in all Earope. 

Ir fs estimated that only one couple in 11 500 
live to celebrate their diamond wedding. 

RAILWAYS use up over two million tons of steel 
a year, almost half the world’s product. 

Exouty six Eogllshmen out of every 100 who 
ged married are able to sign the register. Of 
women, 54 can do so. j 


Ir takes five thousand bees to & pound, 
bat when the insects come in from the 
fields and flowers, freighted with honey, they 
weigh nearly thrice as much, 





GEMS. 


Some men take a lifetime to prove how much 
wisdom they lack. 

Tux fewer words we fence fo Reason or Wis- 
dom with, the larger she looks when Introduced 
to Consideration. 

‘Nature has given us two ears, two eyes and 
ak aikh teen te the God that we should hear 
and see more than we speak. 





HOUSEHOLD TREASURES. 


Masexp Oarnots ann Tornirs.—One turnip, 
2 carrota, 1 teaspoon flour, 1 dessertspoon drip- 
ping or butter, pepper and salt, Peel s turnip 
very thickly and cut fe In four, Put it in 
plenty of cold water. Scrape the carrots and 
cut each In roe. and put Semn isnoiy (at 
water. Now have a saucepan 
boiling water slightly salted. Pat in the turnips 
boll for two hours, or éven a 
ite soft, Carrot 


E 
: 
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e 
§ 
; 
. 


bolled in), Now mash them all up with a fork 
till quite smooth. Mix the flour and dripping 
together and stir {t In, also add a little . 
Stir all over the fire till the dripping Is ted 


vegetable dish in a heap and smooth the outalde 
with a fork, and serve very hot. 

To Maxea Pork Pre —Onelb. pork, 1002s. flour, 
2} ozs. lard, $ of a gill of water, 1 teaspoon salt, 
& little pepper ; you must have scales to welgh, 
Ng ee eer 

te. Pat our and a pinc 

abasin, Pob the lard and the bolling water fn a 
small saucepan to boil; when stir {tb ab 
once among the flour, and stir with a spoon till 
all the flour is wet; then take the hand and 
knead and punch ft for a few minutes, Cut off 
a bit lke a small apple for a lid, and put {t in 
the basin in a warm place to keep it warm ; then 
take the big plecs and have {bin a round lump. 
Stick your doubled-up fist in the middle of it, 
and raise the efdes tii] you have a shell such as 
you see pork ples in, Keep your fist pretty well 
we she nelle. ad with ro! lefc hand work the 
edges up. Itis best to do lt pretty smartly or 
the rio 3 gets hard when cold. Pat the shell on 
greased oven shelf, and let !0 firm, Take 
the lid, and roll it out the sise of the top. Any 
actaps over make into Ifttle stars or leaves to 
decorate the top and sides of the ple. Now cut 
the pork ap fn small bits and put it in a bowl 
with the salt and pepper and 1 ta m water, 
Mix all thoes things together, and the shell 
with them, Wet the inner edges of the shell and 
ptt on the Ifd, sticking 1b to the wetted edges. 
Pate hole in the centre of the lid for ventila- 
tion; brush fb all over with or milk (egg fs 
‘beat), and etick on the biba for ormament. 

rash again with egg, and put in the oven for 
one hour, 


- 





x 


5 


and all quite boiling hot. Take it out on «| M 


Iw conseqyuence of the increasing coat of Datch 
oysters, American oysters are comfog more and 
more {nto vogue in Germany. 


QUEENSLAND Is belug converted {nto a large 
orapge orchard. The Aastrallan orange ripens 
— when other countries cannot provide 

t, 


Rorarr flight can be given to an arrow like 
thav of a rifis-bulles by asiog feathers of one 
wing for the same set of arrows, the curve of the 


wing giving the rotary motion. 


THE climate of Gaam la trying fn the extreme, 
The temperature is cooler than in the Philippines, 
except when there occurs au interruption of the 
north-east trade wind, during August and Sep. 
tember, Then the monsoons sweep over the 
land and the heat is almost unendarabie, 


A wew fruit wasexh{bited to the fellows of ths 
R Horticultural one in London, Ths 
between 


oyal 

bearing {t is a hyb the rasp. 
fer and the comiion Bick ‘ The taste ot 
the fruit combiaes the fiiwour of the dewberry 


with that of the raspberry, and It comes into per. 
fection as the raspberries are falling. 


15 ft, below the level of Cheapside, and stil! 
deeper than that {s burfed the earlfer London of 
the Britone. In nearly all pacts of the city there 
have been discovered tessellated pavements, 
Roman baths, tombs, lamps, vases, sandals, keys, 
ornaments, weapons, cons, and statutes of the 
ancient Roman gods, 


Tr has been seckoned by the Unalted States 
Fish Commission that the available oyster-grow- 

area fo Chesipeake Bay is about 1000 square 
rolles, and that with proper cultivation thie ares 
would be worth £20 an acre yearly. Already 
theee wonderful oyster beds begin to show the 
results of reckless over-fisbing and approaching 
exhaustion, 


Ar the, village of Achar, near Erpli close to the 
ancient town of Iconjam, a sarcophagus has been 
entirely composed of marble, on which 


tured, says a foreign correspondent. The psriod 
to which the relic belongs {s not yet known, bat 
the workmanship is exquisite, aud {s sald to be 
superior to anything of the kind in the Stambou! 

assum, which contains the sarcophagus of 
Alexander the Great, The newly discovered 
monument weighs $0 tone. 


To keep cut flowers and ferns fresh, procure ® 
y prodacer ; such as is used for blowing scent 
will do, When the flowers are arranged 

over them. Repeat this 


i 
; 


hey 

1875 at the euggestion of the Astponomer- Royal. 
Here one has, fn-atandard., te, ® sur: 
veying land chain 66 fo, with ke divisions, 
and building. land chain of 100 ft, with 
divisions of 10 fs., the first diviston of 10 ft. being 
divided {nto fest. The various measures ore 
defined by bropzs, blocks fuserted ia the grauite, 
the t belog recorded in the centre 
of each fhe, A brass plate in the centre records 
the mural atandards of the ae and 
gives 2 ft, 1 fo, and subdivided 





Tax London of the Romans les buried abont- 
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at, which mea: raised as a maximum men on ; even D ington at th 
NOTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS.- | 2octtuveces. 2tho annulty of £15 ts given Gemorable battle of Waterloo drew’ his ‘sword ana 


1. 0. U—The I 0 U stills hoids good. 

8. C.~You require a gun Mconse for uslog a gan on 
your own land. 

Popry.—As you have charge of the dog, you are liable 
for the license. 

Uspan Acr.—A woman, like 4 map, is of age at 
twenty-one years. 

8. H.—Wille be examined at Somerset House on 
payment of a feo. 

Lovarn.—If you took, your lodgings the week 
must give @ week's notice. = = 

Apzian.—The pioture is of no value; neither author 
nor subject of special interest. 

Taove.R—If you bave got a separation ord&r you have 
no claim to remain in your husband's home. 

& G—On snails, meal worms, fruit, and a sop of 
breadcrumbs, and crushed hemp and canary seed. 

ia .—"' Ultimo” “meana the past month; 
instant ” and "‘ current” the month now running. 

A W.—A tablespoonfal of borax to a pal) of the water 
in which flannels are washed will Lily 4 soit and 
white. 


Capprs.—It is not mecessary, bat it might be useful 
in case there is any doubt. You sided nov sesploy « 


W. P.—The vicar of a has aright to aay what 
wreaths or other 


may be placed in the parish 
ehurchysrd. ¥ 


Desron —1t there bas beem no acknowledgmwant of 
the debt for sfx years you may plead the Btatute of 
Limitations. : 


Lance Fouriy-~The next oonens ‘will. be takes pn 
March Sist The arrangements are in the hands of 
Roegistrar-General, 

Dottie —To avoid the usual flat taste of water which 
has bsen boiled, pouf it several times from one jug to 


RacsEt.—Mix together balf an ounce each! of pitch 
ointment, sulphur ointment, and spirit of turpentine, 
and dress the sffeoted parts with it, 

Reapsr.—If wife left your home withant 
good seante,, Seo oablee to return, she has no lai 
against you for a maintenauce order, 


Inquinzs.—The only way to preserve vine leaves is to 
them fist between sheets of biottin a 
oat es. ar pppaion, ond lay {ton 


Asxiovs —In the event of a separation between 
parents the father can claim the » 


Sout 
unless there ig an order of the Court in favour of th 4} 


mother. 
TreasvRE.—It is treasure trove and belongs to the 


Crowa. a i e and certain DS ao 
awarded finder, &:. corener, according 
the merits of the ease. . 

Youre Mornan.—The following is said to be an. 
excelient remedy for a 


burn, Take a rate ow and 
simmer in lard i} it formes a salve ; it will ‘# burn 
quickly, and always without eet 

A. B O.-You will pi ’ 
warehouses or shops 
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with the 
conduct in the field, bat the 
is now to £90, or two medals per 


Dewsity.—You may permanently obscure the paves 
by robbing the glass with send-paper, or dim them 
temporarily by dab on very st ff white paint with 

a hard hog’s oe <<, Save Pa can 
buy paper transparenctes to paste or glass in imiva- 
ton of staining. 

Yourn.—-Parlament embodice the will of the 
therefore the crown passes by hereditary deac 
oye | of the reigning monarch, it is quite 
the will of the nation or Parliament to change 


saltpetre in hot water; dip 

thick white blottirg-paper in it until quite wet; then 
tbe is g, pat itona 

smoulder away ; pisce it close 
to the person’s mouth, and he will at once find his 


take ont the grease left o milk. Ink spots can be 
removed from goods of which the will not rua by 
applying salte of lemon. 


THE FROZEN DRUID. 


He loved the woodiand niche so well, 
Be mourned eo long the leaf that fell, 
He yearned so bitterly to see, 
The icy rill break forth in glee, 
That as he shivered ip that riche 

d while he vainly did beseech 


To point him where the dryad les, 

To paint the mottled ekfes with gleam 
Of vanished June, » wonder-dream 
Oame o’er his life faat st (fonlog 

Tete the marble form which spring 

its warm fp flaenuce should, too late, 
Unbar for him the icy gate 

And ope the vistas of the dawn, 


Of the first lee flots in the hedge, 

Of the first bloom op mountatn ledge. 
A dream of tropic field and wood ; 
Not aa in this cold solitude 

A ee at, unstirred 
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headed the final charge upon the discomifited French 
forces ; but his is im the rear, in order that 
he pr direct the movements of his troops. vy aid of 
&-de-camp. 


P. C—The “ Petrified City” war a name given to 
Iabmonie, a clty of Upper Egypt, from a number of 
statues of men, women, children, aud animals said 
to be sven there, and which, according to popular super- 
atition, were once animated beings, but were miraen- 
lousy changed into stone in s)i the various postufes in 
which they were found at the time of thelr meta- 
mos phoeis. 

Cuarous.-A vapour bath may be made thns :—Piace 
a bucket of boiling water under the chair on which you 
are seated, causing yourself, bucket, chatr, and all, to be 
surrounded with blankets. When the vapour decreases, 
the bottom of the blanket may be Lifved, and a hot 
brick dropped {ute the pail. The plunge bath ts not so 

ble. It is cold, or ooo]; and one or two plunges 
~ ge again will produce more benefit than to remain 


Rratto.—The Rialto is a famous bridge fn Venlos, 
built of marbie, and forming one graceful ¢pan or arch 
over the Grand Canal, at ite narrowest part, » Httle less 
than one hundred feet wide, and twenty-four feet high. 
It ts broad enough in ite roadway to permtt the erection 
of a row of shops on each side, mostly ocoupled by 
Jews to-day, se they were at the time of which 
Shakespeare wrote tn his play of The Merchant of 
Venice. On gala days the prospect from the Rialto tx 
very fine up and down the Grand Canal, 


Linpy.—Tableoloths must have just enongh body not 
to seem limp, the pattern must be " brought out,” and 
there should be a satin finished surface. The right 
body may be given to table linen, according to sm 
expert, by adding a quart of starch to the last rinse of 
water, a good tubful. Whether that ts done or not, 
they must be made very wet in the sprinkling, end 
troned till perfectly dry. No matter how smoothly 
they are troned if they are moist when bung on the bars 
they will acquire a rough cry appesrance. 

4. 8. 0.—Canmada is stated to be the “ land of hope” 
for the working man. There ls plenty of elbow room 
im a country 1,600 miles long and 2,050 miles broad, 
containing 240,000 000 acres, posnersing 1,000 miiés of 
coast, with « soli of boundless fertility. d gan be 
obtained for a trifiiog cost ; taxation ie only one-fifth 
of what it is in this country, while it ls more fairly 
divided ; labour of all kinds is highly remunerated, the: 
necessaries of life sare abundant and cheap, iife and 
te “tan perfectly secure, and political religtous 
reedom- unshackled. 


H. M, 8.~Leco should never be rnbbed hard, or the 
delicate threads wili break. The best plan ts to half 


hes ‘ vod 
in the proportion of a te toa plot. Dip tho 
lace in water, equerze it, and ee with good soap, 
Put it into the jar, cover, amd Place on a o — of 
the stove for ten or twelve minutes. Then woil ehake 
in the <a into a basin, and dip up and down in 
the suds clean, ueeze end xinse in two waters, 
adding a very little bo atorch ip the seoond rinsing 
water. Pull carefully into shape before drying. 
Onn Wao Wants to Know.-—-The Biblical « fon, 
“Tell it mot in Gath,” comes from David's lamenta- 
tlon over the death of Saul end Jonethen-~ 


IL. Geraueli 20, it reads: “* it not in. Gath ; pab- 
lish it not in the streets of a ey ge eg 
of the Royal cltiee of the os, to Which 

on two occasions, batt : The meaning ot 
the words as he , was! Do not tell ef Bacl’e 
death and Jon & place whore the gews will 


sous reioline ‘The werds are uted now wean equiva 
lent for ‘Do not spread the news abroad.” 


FPiorgiz.—When varnish gets on any garment the 
cleansing should be done as soon as possible, Wet the 
varnish roughly with aleoho!l two cr three times, 
cw pewepd wer odd with a clean cloth. If the colour 

‘ected the material should be spopged with 
unless the colour is blue. Then egar or 
be used instead of the 2. 





with caution. Muddy spots on white dresses may bo 

removed by washing in a solution of carbonate of eoda 

se, Lay the solled part on a cloth and sponges 
. ‘ 





cid, Last Ineo, Thre halfgence W eckls os Qastety, 
‘wor! 5 ee ; oO » 
pong en en The yearly su! 2 
Bight Shillings and Rightpence, post-free. , 


Aun Back Nowerrs, Pantg and Votvmes are in 
print, and may be had of any Booksellers. 


NOTICH.—Part 407 is Now hy Soo Siixpenve, 
post free, Bightpence, Alss Vol Z¥., bound ta 
cloth, 48. 6d. 

Oe Se Toes ee ean burnt meee 
oy Taz 


— Lompow Reavkr, 26, Oatherine Sirect, Strand, 


e"e We cannot undertake to return rejetted manz- 
scripts, 
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THE NEW _ AID TO SIGHT. 


16 PEBBLES SUPERSEDED 16 
1/6 SILEX LENS. 1/6 


SPECTACLES AND FOLDERS 


TO SUIT ALL 


iG SIGHTS ; ise 
FRoM i/6 PER PAIR. 
Send for Home Tests and Testimonials, post-free, from NATIONAL SILEX OPTICAL CO., 108, Strand, London, W.C. 






















ALL WHO DESIRE 
SOFT VELVETY SKIN 
CAN SOON It Is 
OBTAIN IT | UNEQUALLED 
BY USING AS A 
BEETHAN’S | SKIN TONIC 
_ 9 

ag EMOLLIENT. 
nouGHEneS, 
REDNESS, 
CHAPS, 
IRRITATION, Eto. 
pists ait ee 
M. BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham. 














PEPPER'S TONIC 


Pwromotes Appetite. 
CURES DYSPEPSIA, HYSTERIA, Nenvoue COMPLAINTS. 
SHILLING BOTTLES. 


SHILLING 
BOTTLES. 
A SPOTLESS SKIN. LOT} ON : 
A BEAUTIFUL OOMPLEXION. 
BRUPTIONS, PIMPLES 


DER. J. COLLIS BROWNE'S 


CHLORODYNE 

































862, Hien Strexetr, Campen Town, Lomnon ; 
ene Hltgn Ray, Kecsow 
(Please quote this Paper’ 





ORIGINAL AND 





ONLY GENUINE 


COUGHS, COLDs, 








IARRHG@A YSENTERY, ¢ CHOLERA. 
ASTHMA, BRONCHITIS.- D GENERAL an. po HEALTH, London, REPORT that tt AOTS ss 
OHARBM, one dose general as 
D*. J. J. COLLIS BROWNE’S CHLORODYNE is a liquid medicine LETELY 
TOS aE ae REET IND, eerie enn eteing Seah | gyal or oeissns mam Ceci satn—"'rvo von con 





D* 3. COLLIS BROWNE’S CHLORODYNE.— Vice-Chancellor Sir | [)®- J- COLLIS BROWNE'S GHLORODYNE rapidly outs short 
W. PAGE 2 WOOD stated public Court that Dr. J. OOLLIS WNE was 


tho INVENTOR of CHLOBODYNE, that the chute of the EIPILEPS! sy, SPA 
a a Foe ee oe ee he regretted ‘to say it had been ae ALPITaTION, HYSTERIA. 


= ; be of 
D:. J. COLLIS BROWNE'S | |, CHLORODYRR is the TRUE [MROETANE CAUTION, The Teo AO 
SEBUR ATM. : wa 4 me Se ARADH MARC Of all Uneata “0. 
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